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INTEODUCTION 


To properly understand the story that is told in .the 
folloAving pages, it is necessary to keep in mind an outline 
of the historical cir^mstances of the time.' The period of 
the tale is the latter part of the reign of King Edward the 
Third, and the scene is laid alternately in England ,and in 
the south of France. 

Edward had succeeded to the throne when he was onlj^ 
nineteen, and found waiting for him a great mass of 
troubles in connection both with Scotland and with France. 
The strong arm of his grandfather, Edward the First, had 
reduced Scotland from the independent position she had 
previously held; buf^^T^kj^j^'and incapacity of his'" 
father, Edward the "‘Hi^m^Mc^enabled the Scots* to 
regain their freedom. 

One of the endless disprR's over the Scottish succes¬ 
sion, however, gave Edward, the Third an opportunity for 
interposing in Scotch affairs; but the. quarrel which 
ensued was chiefly important because it was made the 
excuse for the breaking out of the great struggle between 
England and France, which, beginning in 1338, and 
lasting through the reigns of iiTe English Idngs, has ever 
since been known as the Hundred Years* War. 

The Scots and the French had long been allies; and 
when Edward invaded Scotland, King Philip t^he Sixth of 
France, on the plea of retaliation, marched his omi troops 
into Gascony, and attacked the English soldiers there. His 
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real motive was the capture of Guienne, then a portion of 
the English' possessions. 

It should clearly be borne in mind that the kings of 
France at the beginning of the Hundred Years’ War did 
not rule over anything like as large a territory as is 
covered by the name of France at the present day. There 
was not an English dominion as extensive as had been the 
case under Henry the Second of England, nearly two 
hundred years before, when a great central strip ran 
through the whole country from the Channel to the 
Mediterranean, all the inhabitants of Avhich acknowledged 
Henry as their lord; but even in 1338, at the outbreak of 
the war, the entire pro-sdnce of Brittany in the west was 
independent of France; while the whole of Aquitaine, 
which stretched from the Pyrenees into the very centre of 
the country, was entirely in Edward’s hands. 

Under any circumstances, Edward would have been 
obliged to repel the advance of Philip upon Gascony ; but 
a further complication arose in the north-east of France, 
by means of which a new complexion was added to the 
war, and upon which a great deal of Edward’s subsequent 
conduct was based. i 

This was the action of the men of Flanders, a well-to-do 
manufacturing provinA^.^ith^v^ carrying on a large 
wool trade mth Engird. JcL^ffemish were nominally 
ruled by a certain Count Ifcis, a dissolute and worthless 
prince, who held Flanders Worn King Philip as a feudal 
estate. The burghers of the province appealed to Edward 
for help, and urged him to lay claim to the throne of 
France, so that they might transfer their allegiance to 
him. 

This claim accordingly Edward made. It was one 
tiu-ning upon a legal point as to the question of inherit¬ 
ance, a point which cannot be understood unless the 
accompanying table is carefully examined. 
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By this you see that a certain king of France, Philip 
the Third, had had two sons—^Philip the Poiirth, his suc¬ 
cessor, and Charles of Valois. Philip the Fourth’s three 
sons, Avho all came to the tlirone in turn, left no sons 
themselves, but only daughters. Their sister, Isabella, 
had become Queen of England, and ms the mother of 
Edward the Third. 

But it ms the law in Franco that no woman should 
succeed to the crown; so when Charles the Fourth died in 
1328, it was clear that his sister, Isabella of England, 
could not be Queen. The barons of France therefore held 
a consultation 'with ‘ the notables of Paris and other good 
towns,’ and chose PMip of Val^s, a first cousin of the 
three previously deceased kmgs; .and it was this title, by 
which Philip held the throng, that the Flemish burghers 
asked Edward of England to*^dispute. 

Although it was admitted on all sides that Isabella of 
England herself could never have reigned in France, an 
argument was brought forward that her son ought to be 
preferred over Philip the Sixth, because he was a 
descendant of the elder branch of Philip the Third’s family, 
while Philip the Sixth only represented the younger. But 
even if this claim of the elder branch were allowed, there 
was another prince in France, one of the sons of the 
daughter of Louis the Tenth \ and his claim under such 
circumstances would at least be as good as Edward’s. 
However, with these three questions in dispute—the 
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The full account of the war belongs properly to books_ 
dealing with history alone. It is enough to say hero that 
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it falliS itito three great campaigns, so far as the days of 
lid ward the Tliird are concerned. The first .«5aw a I'Vcnch 
attack on Porl>sniouth, a naval battle olV Shiys, a fierce 
battle at Crccy, and a siege of the town of Calai*?. 

The second camj}aign broke out in by which 

time Philip the Sixth was dead, and John the Second, his 
son, was King of France. At the famous battle of 
Poitiers, John was taken ])riFoner, and died eight years 
afterwards in London. Peace was signed at Brctigiiy, 
when liklward the Third gave up his claim to the Frcncli 
crown, but ruled Aquitaine, Poitou, Gascony, and Calais as 
an indcj)cndent sovereign. 

The Llack Prince, lildward’s eldest son, then went to 
Bordeaux, to rule as Duke of Aquitaine; and it is about 
this period that the story of the Lances of Lynwood 
opens. King John had been succeeded on the throne of 
Franco by his son, Cliaiics, a weak and .sickl}’ man, but an 
astute and unscrupulous king. Charles saw tliat lie could 
not beat the English in the open field, and when he began 
the war again, carried it on on the princij)lc of wearying 
out the English by enticing them to make long and fruit¬ 
less marches over an exhausted country. Always watching 
the English with a jealous c^'c, he saw at last an o])por- 
tunity of checking their success. The kingdom of Castile, 
in the north-west of Spain, was in the hands of Pedro the 
Cruel, a prince detested by his subjects, who desired 
Henr}' of Trasttimarc, Pedro’s brother, to tiiko the throne. 

Before long a French army, led by a famous Breton 
hero, Bertrand du Gucsclin (see jx 11), marched into 
Castile, turned out Pedro the Cruel, and crowned Henry 
in his stead. Pedro fled to Bordeaux, M'hero he took 
refuge with the Black Prince, 'vrith whom he was on 
friendl}’’ terms; and Edward, collecting his troops, 
advanced into Spain, winning a great battle at Najara, 
or Navaretta, on a tributar}** of the Ebro, whore Du 
Guesclin himself was taken prisoner. (See Chapters IX. 
and X.) 

The events of the story must now be left to tell them- 
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selves. So far as the Hundred Years’ War -vvas concerned, 
this expedition of the Black Prince, into Spain was ati 
entirely disastrous one. Pedro the Cruel, having been 
replaced on the throne, neglected the English, by whose 
assistance his end had been attained. Sickness and fever 
set in; half the army pierished, and the Black Prince him¬ 
self caught the seeds of the complaint from which he 
eventuall}' died. 

Charles the Fifth of France, meanwhile, was worldng 
strenuouslj' and secretl}', while Edward the Third of 
England was wear}’’ of war. When Charles at length 
openly renewed hostilities, the English were beaten at 
oveiy turn. Within seven j'cars after the battle of 
Najara, they had lost everything in France except Bor¬ 
deaux, Bayonne, and Calais. In 1375 a truce was made 
at Bruges, and the war was not really carried on again 
until Henry the Fifth of England, in 1414, revived 
Edward’s claim to the French crown. 

The events of Henry’s reign arc too well known to be 
repeated here; the days of his son, Henry the Sixth, saw 
the absolute undoing of everything he liad achieved. In 
1453, Calais alone remained to the English; and the 
Hundred Years’ War was at an end. At its outset the war 
was distinctly popular in England. Those who took jiart 
in it under Edward the Third wanted money to meet their 
expenses, and so let their manors, or estates, on long leases, 
receiving rent, called fconii, in return. Hence arose the 
farm, and independent fanner; and hence was brought 
about much of the prosperity referred to in the opening 
paragraph of the tale. 
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ClIAPTElt 1 

Seldom luul interior of tliis ^shiinl jn-esented a 
more peaceful and prosperous aspect, tlian in tlie reiyn 
of Edward lTl.,\when' the more turlmleiit. sjarils 
among his suhjiTls had found occupation in liis foreign 
wars/ ,and Ins wise government had (‘Slahlished at 
lunne a degree of plenty, trancjiiillily, and security, 
sueli as Jiad probably Jiever befo 2 *e been experienced in 
England. /I 

Castle and cottage, cliurch and convent, alike 
showed the prosperity and safety of the inhahitanls, 
at onc« by the profuseness of embellishment in those 
newly erected, and by the neglect of the jealous pre¬ 
cautions required in former days of confusion and 
misrule. Thus it was with tlie village of Lynwood, 
where, among the cottages and farmhouses occupjdng 
a fertile valley in Somersetshire, arose the ancient 
Keep, built of gi*ay stone, and strongly fortified; but 
the defences were kept up rather as appendages of the 
owner’s rank than as requisite for his protection; 
though the moat was clear of weeds, and full of water, 
the drawbridge was so well covered with hard-trodden 
earth, overgrown at the edges with grass, that, in 
3S 
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spite of the massive chains connecting it with the 
gateway, it seemed permanently fixed on the ground. 

The spikes of the portcullis frowned in threaten¬ 
ing array, hut a wreath of ivy was twining up the 
groove by whicli it had once descended, and the arch¬ 
way, which by day stood hospitably open, was at niglit 
only guarded by two large oaken doors, yielding to a 
slight push. Beneath the southern wall of the castle 
court were various flower-beds, the pride and delight 
of the old seneschal, Ealph Penrose, in his own estima¬ 
tion the most important personage of Lynwood Keep, 
manager of the servants, adviser of the Lady, and in¬ 
structor of the young gentlemen in the exercises of 
chivalry. 

One fine evening old Ealph stood before the door, 
his bald forehead and thin iron-gray locks unboiineted, 
and Ms dark ruddy-brown face (marked at Halidon 
Hill with a deep scar) raised with an air of de feren ce, 
and yet of self-satisfaction, towards the Lady, who 
stood on the steps of the porch. She was small and 
fragile in figure; her face, though very lovely, was 
pale and thin, and her smile had in it something 
pensive and almost melancholy, as she listened to his 
narration of his deaUngs with a refractory tenant, and 
at the same time watched a noblellooking child of seven 
or eight years old, who, mounted on an old war-horse, 
was led round the coimt by a youth, his elder by some 
ten or eleven years. 

‘ See, mother! ’ cried the cluld, ‘ I am holding the 
reins myself. Uncle Eustace lays not a finger on 
them! ’ 

‘ As I was saying, madam,’ continued Ealph, dis¬ 
regarding the interruption, ' I told him that I shoidd 
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CHAP. 


not have thouglit of one exempted from feudal service 
in the camp, by our noble Kniglit, being deficient in 
liis dues in liis absence. I told him \vc should see 
liow lie liked to be sent packing to Bordeaux will) n 
sheaf of arrows on his back, instead of the sheaf of 
wheat which ought to be in our granary by this 
time. But you are too gentle with them, my Lady, 
and thej- grow insolent in Sir Eeginald’s long absence.’ 

‘All goes ill in his absence,’said the L;uly. ‘Jt 
is a weary while since the wounded archer brought 
tidings of his speedy return.’ 

‘ Tlierefore,’ said the youth, turning round, ‘ it must 
be the nearer at hand. Come, sweet sister lillcanor, 
cheer up, for ho cannot but conic soon.’ 

‘ Ho many stmts have passed away, that my heart 
is well-nigh too sick for hope,’ said Eleanor. ‘ And 
when he comes it will be but a bright dream, to last 
for a moment. He cannot long be spared from the 
Prince’s side.’ 

‘ You must go with him, then, sister, and sec how 
I begin my days of chivalry—that is, if ho will but 
believe me fit to bear sliield and lance.’ 

‘ Ah! j\Iaster Eustace, if you were but such as I 
have seen others of your race,’ said -Balph, shaking his 
head. ‘ There was Sir Henry—at your age he had 
made the Scottish thieves loolc about them, I promise 
you. And to go no fartlier back than Sir Beginald 
himself—he stood by the Prince’s side at Crecy ere he 
was yet fifteen ! ’ " 

‘ It is not my iaidt that I have not done as much, 
Balph; said Eustace. ‘ It is not for want of the will, 
as you know full well.’ 

‘No. Thanks to me, I trust you have the will 
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and the teaching, at least, to make a good Knight,' 
siiid Ealph. ' And yet, -while I think of the goodly 
height and broad shoulders of those that have gone 
before you-’ 

‘ But hark! hark! ’ cried Eustace, cutting sliort a 
comparison which did not Seem likely to l)e compli- 
. mentai’y. ‘ Dost not hear, Bal])h ? A horn ! ’ 

‘ The Lynwood note! Jfy husband’s note! 0 

thanks, thanks to the Saints! ’ cried the Lady, clasping 
her hands, whilst Eustace,, vaulting into the saddle 
behind his little nephew, i-ode across the drawbridge as 
fast as the stiffened joints of old "While Star could be 
prevailed on to move. Gaining the summit of a rising 
ground, both at once shouted, ‘ Our own pennon ! It 
is himself! ’ as they beheld the dai’k blue crosslet on 
an argent field floating above a troop of hoi’semen, 
whose armoiu’ glanced in the setting sun. 

‘ There are the Lances of Lynwood, Arthur,’ said 
Eustace, leaping to the ground. ‘ Keep your seat, and 
meet your father lilce a brave Knight’s son.’ 

He then settled the reins in the child’s hand, and 
walked beside him to meet the new-comers. Thej' 
were about twenty in number, aimed alike with 
corselets marked with the blue cross, steel headpieces, 
and long lances. In front rode two of higher rank. 
The first was a man of noble mien and lofty statime, 
his short dark curled haii- and beard, and handsome 
though sunburnt countenance, displayed beneath his 
- small blue velvet cap, his helmet .being carried behind 
’ him by a man-at-anns, and his attire consisting of a 
•close-fitting dress of chamois leather, a white mantle 
embroidered with .the blue cross thrown over one 
shoulder, and his sword hanging by ,his side. His 
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compaiiioii, \Yho .jai-ripcl at liis sacUllo.-ljow a shield 
blazoned with heraldic devices in scarlet and gold, was 
of still greater height, and very slight; his hirgo keen 
eyes, hair and moustache, black as jet; and his com¬ 
plexion dark brown, with a well-formed aquiline, nose, 
and a perfect and very white set of teeth. 

The instant the first-mentioned horseman perceived 
Eustace and Arthur, he sprang to the ground, and 
hurried to meet tlumi with rapid affectionate greetings 
and inquiries. In another moment ])ame, Eleanor 
appeared on the drawbridge, and, weeping with joy, 
was clasped in her husband’s arms. Eehind her stood 
the venerable chapliiin, Eather Cyril, and a step or 
two farther off, Ealph renrose, Jiotli of whom in turn 
received the kindly greetings of Sir Eeginakl Lyn¬ 
wood, as, with his wife hanging on his arm and Ids 
hoy holding his haml, he pas.sed under the gateway of 
his ancestral castle. Turning the. next moment, he 
addressed his tall companion: ‘ l’'riend Clastou, I bid 
you welcome! iJame, Eleanor, and yt)U, brother 
Eustace, T present to you my trusty Es([uire, ^Master 
Gaston.’ 

Tarhdent. Unwilling to obey tlie law. 

Froftiseness nf evibelluhnunt. Great quantity’ of ornament. 
Jealous, Jlost careful. The woitl is here >iM‘d in a tigurative 
sense. 

Appeiidiiges. Things properly belonging to. 

Portcullis. A heavy gate of iron-work, armed with sharp 
spikes at the hottoiu, which could he let down to act as a 
kind of screen inside a gateway. 

Seneschal. Steward. 

Exercises of chimhij. The varioii.s athletic ni-ts nece.=sary for 
the profe.ssion of knighthood. 

Unhoimeted.^ Bareheaded. A cap was often called a bonnet. 
Hahdon Hill. In Northumberland, two miles from Berwick, 
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where a battle was fought between the English and the 
Scotch, when Edward the First defeated the latter, upwards 
of 10,000 of them being left dead on the field. Fought in 
1333. 

Fragile, Delicate. 

Pensive, Thoughtful. 

Bcfmctorij tenant. One who refused to perforin the jiroper 
duties to his lord. 

Exempted from feudal service. Excused from the feudal duty of 
following his lord for forty days in time of war. 

Deficient, Wanting. 

Dues, Payments made in money or kind in commutation of 
military service. 

Bordeaux, A city in the south of France, where, at the time of 
the story, the headquarters of the Black Prince were 
fixed. 

Grccg, See Introduction. 

The Lynwood note. Every knightly family made use of a jjar- 
ticular note or call upon the horn. 

JFhite Star. The name of the war-horse. 

Pennon. A three-cornered flag. 

The dark hlue crosslet on an argc^it field, Tlie crosslet is a cross 
of which each arm is crossed again. An argent field is the 
white ground-work of the flag. See the illustration on 
the title-page. 

Corselets. A piece of armour which protected the body and chest. 

Mien. Bearing; carriage. 

Chamois leather. Leather made from the skin of the chamois, a 
kind of goat found in mountainous districts. Tlie leather 
is beautifully soft and flexible. 

Saddled)ow. The pommel of the saddle. 

Blazoned with heraldic devices. Heraldic devices were the various 
markings put on to shields to distinguish them from one 
another. The}^ were arranged in strict accordance with 
the rules of heraldry. To blazon was to draw these devices 
properly, and to give them each their due colour. 

Aquiline. Shaped like an eagle’s beak, 

Esquire, A young man of gentle birth* who waited as an 
attendant iqion a knight. 
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CHAPTEJ! II 

Due eoiirtesie.s ])!i.sse(l between the Didj’ and tlie 
Squire, wlio, al'tor a lew words witli the Knight, re¬ 
mained to see to the disposal oi the men, wliile Sir 
Reginald liimself entered the hall with Ids wile, son, 
and brotlier. Eustace did not long rem.ain there; he 
round that Reginald and Eleanor had nuicli to say to 
each other, and his curiosity and interest were, besides, 
greatly e.xcited by the novelty ol' the scene presented 
by tlie castle court, so dillerent from its usual peaceful 
monotony. The men were unsaddling tlieir liorscs, 
rubbing them down, walking them about, or removing 
tlie stains of dust and mud from tiieir own armour, 
while others were exchanging greetings with the 
■N’illagers, who were gatliering in joyous pai'ties round 
such of the newly arrived as were natives of the place. 

In the midst stood the strange .Scpiire, superintend¬ 
ing a horse-boy who was rublung down the Knight’s 
tall war-horse, and at the same time ordering, giving 
directions, answering impiiries, or granting permission 
to the men to return home with their relations. 
Ralph Penrose was near, his countenance, as Eustace 
could plainly perceiie, expressing little satisfaction at 
finding anotlier authority in the court of Lynwood 
Keep ; tlie references to hiimself short, btief, and rapid, 
and only made when ignorance of the lociility com¬ 
pelled the stranger to apply for information. The 
French accent and the occasional French phrases with 
which the Squire sqioke, made him contract his brow 
more and more, and at last, just as Eustace came up, 
he walked slowly away, grumbling to himself, ‘ ^Vell, 
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liave it e’en your own way, 1 am loo old for your gfjy 
French fashions. But the world has gone after the 
French now! Sir Eeginald has brought home as 
many Gascon thieves as kindly Englishmen I ’ 

Eustace listened for a moment to his mutterings, 
but without answering them, and coming within a few 
steps of the stranger, stood waiting to ofler him any 
coiu'tesy in his power, though at the same time he 
felt abashed by the consciousness of his inferiority in 
accoinplishments sind experience. ' 

It was the Squire who was the first to speak. ‘ So 
this is Sir Eeginald’s old Keep! A fine old fortalice 
—would stand at least a fortnight’s siege. Ha I Is 
not yonder a weak point ? I would undertake to scale 
that tower, so the battering-rams made a diversion on 
the other side.’ 

‘ I trust it will never be tried,’ said Eustace. 

' It would be as fair a feat of arms as ever j'oii 
beheld! But I crave your pardon,’ added he, displaying 
his white teeth with a merry laugh ; ' the state of iny 
own land has taught me to look on c'S'ery castle with 
eyes for attack and defence, and your brother tells me 
I am not behind my countrymen in what 3-011 English 
caU gasconades.’ 

* You have seen man)’’ sieges and passages of arms?’ 
asked Eustace, looking up in his face with an expres¬ 
sion at once puzzled and respectful. 

' Since oiu* castle was sacked and burnt, I have 
seen little else—three stricken fields—two towns 
stormed—castles more than 1 can remember.’ 

' Alas! ’ said Eustace,' I have seen nothing but the 
muster of arms at Taimton! * 

Gaston laughed. ^ Look not downcast on it/ 
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said lie; ‘ you have time helbre you, and one year at 
Bordeaux is worth four elsewhere. But I Ibrget—^}-ou 
are the young clerk; and yet that scarcely accords 
with that bright eye of yours, and the weapon at your 
side.’ 

‘ They spoke once of making me a clerk,’ said 
Eustace; ‘ but I hope to show my brother that I am 
lit for his own way of life. Sir Squire, do but tell 
me, do you think I look unfit to sustain the honour 
of luy name ? ’ 

‘ Mere strength is little,’ said the Squire, ‘ else were 
that comely giant, John Ingram, the best warrior in 
the army. Nor does height reckon for much; Du 
Guesclin himself is of the shortest. Nor do you look 
like the boy over whose weakly, timid nature I have 
heard Sir Eeginald lament,’ he proceeded, surveying 
him with a critical eye. 

Eustace had, in fact, hardly reached the middle 
height, and was very slender; his limbs were, however, 
well proportioned, liis step firm, and every movement 
full of acti\'ity and grace. His face, shaded with bright 
chestnut hair, was of a delicate complexion, the features 
finely moulded, and the usual ejmt of expression slightly 
thoughtful; but there was frequently, and especially at 
this moment, a bright kindling light in the dark blue 
eyes, whicli clianged the whole countenance from the 
grave and refined look of the young scholar to the 
bold, ardent glance of the warrior. 

'A cavalier, every inch of you!’ cried Gaston, 
striking Eustace on tire shoulder as he concluded his 
inspection. ‘ I’ll have the training of you, and see if 
I do not make you as gallant a knight as tire most 
burly giant of them all. Here, know you this trick ? ’ 
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He ttiuglit up one of the lances which the men had 
laid aside; Eustace followed his example, and acquitted 
himself to his satisfaction, till a summons to supper 
put an end to the sport. 

Courtesy. Civility; politeness. 

Abashed. Ashamed. 

ForiaUce. Fortress. 

Scale. Clamber up. 

Made a diversion. Made a false attack, so as to divert the atten¬ 
tion of the besieged from the attempt to scale the tower. 
Gasconades. The inhabitants of Gascony, a province in the 
south of France, were notorious for boasting and for giving 
o.xaggeratcd accounts of their own skill and bravery. Hence 
any story that seemed to exceed the possibility of truth was 
called a gasconade. 

Clerk A term applied in the Middle Ages to clergj’men or 
l)riests. (Latin, Clericus.) 

JJii Gucsclin. Bertrand du Gucsclin, Constable of France, was 
born of an ancient family near Dinan, in Brithinj*, either 
in 1314 or in 1320. He fought on the side of the French 
King, Charles the Fifth, against the English, until he was 
taken prisoner in 1364 by Cliandos (see j). 20), and 
was only released on payment of JBl00,000. He was 
captured again by the Black Prince’s army at Navaretta, 
as related in this tale. Being aftenvaids raised to the 
dignity of Constable of France, he began in 1370 a series 
of campaigns against the English ; and in a few years won 
iKick the whole of their possessions in France. He died in 
1380. A statue to his memory stands in* the great square 
of Dlnan. 

Cavalier. A knight; literally, one who was entitled to fight on 
horseback and not on foot. 


CHAPTEE ITI 

The house of Lynwood had huig hecn famed for 
loyalty, wliich had ol’ieii cost them dear, since their 
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neighbours, the Lords of Clarenham, never failed to 
take advantage of the ascendency of the popular party, 
and make encroachments on their privileges and pos¬ 
sessions. 

Thus when Sir Hugo Lynwood, tlie old Crusader, 
was made prisoner by Simon de ilontfort’s party at 
Lewes, he was treated with great severitj', in order to 
obtain from him a recognition of tlie feudal superi¬ 
ority of the Clarenhams; and thougli the success of 
the royal party at Evesham occasioned his liberation, 
his possesssions were greatly diminished. Nor had 
the turmoils of tlie reign of Edward IT. failed to leave 
their traces on tlie fortunes of the Lynwoods. 

Sir Henry, father of the present Knight, was an 
T-, adherent of the unfortunate monai’ch, and even joined 
the hapless Edmund, Eai-l of Kent, in the rising in 
whicl) that Prince was entrapped after the murder of 
liis brotlier. On this occasion, it was only Sir Henry’s 
hasty flight that preserved his life, and his lands were 
granted to tlie Baron Simon de Clarenham by the 
young Edward III., then under the dominion of his 
mother Isabel, and Eoger Mortimer; but when at 
length tlie King had freed himself from their tram¬ 
mels, the whole county of Somerset rose to expel the 
intruders from Lynwood Keep, and reinstate its true 
master. Nor did Simon de Clarenham make much 
resistance, for well knowing that an appeal to the 
King would occasion an instant revocation of the 
grant, he judged it advisable to allow it to sleep for 
the present. 

Sir Henry Lynwood, therefore, lived and died un¬ 
molested. His eldest son, Eeginald, was early sent to 
the Eoyal Camp, where he soon distinguished himself, 
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and gained the favour and friendship of the gallant 
Prince of Wales. 

Since this time, both the Baron de Clarenham and 
his son, Sir Pulk, had been on good terms with the 
Knight of Lynwood, and the connection had been 
drawn stiU closer by tlie Baron’s second marriage 
with a near relative of Sir Eeginald’s mother. Many 
a time had Dame Eleanor Lynwood ridden to Claren¬ 
ham Castle, under tlie escort of her young brother-in- 
law, to whom such a change from the lonely old Keep 
afforded no small delight. 

Eustace, the onl)" one of Sir Henry’s younger 
children who survived the rough nursing or the over¬ 
nursing, whichever it might be, that thinned in former 
.days the families of nobles and gentlemen, might as 
well, in the opinion of almost all, have rested beneath 
a q uaint little image of his infant figure, in brass, in 
the vaults of the little Kornuiu chapel; for he was a 
j)uny, ailing child, apt to scandalise his father and 
brother, and their waiiike retainers, by being scared 
at the dazzling helm and nodding crest, and preferring 
the seat at his mother’s feet, the fairy tale of the old 
nurse, the song of the minstrel, or the book of the 
priest, to horse and hound, or even to the sight of the 
martial sports of the tilt-yard. 

The last five years had, however, wrought a great 
change in him: he began to outgrow the delicacy of 
his constitution, and with it, to shake off his timidity 
of disposition. A diligent perusiil of the romances of 
chivalry filled him with emulation, and he had applied 
. himself ardently to all knightly exercises, looking with 
j great eagerness to the time when he might appear in 
the Prince’s court. Yet he scarcely dared to hope 
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ho could over ho lit to muko :i Kiii”lit, willi all his 
tlilij^ciit atU'iiliou to ohl Itiiljih's iiislnicliuiis. 

Some of llaliih’s maiuouvros wore iiuloial lullior 
aiili(i\iiili;d, and alVonlod much amusomoiit to (:aHL<iii, 
who was never weary of teasini' llie old senesclial with 
descriptions of the clianoes in tlie fashion ol weapons, 
tourneys, and niaehines, and especially deliolited in 
histories of tlie marvellous elfeels of jiunjjowder. 
Ilalph woidd sliake his hciid, vow that it would soon 
pul an end to all true chivalry, ami walk olf to lurhish 
his favourite cross-how, with many a murmured re- 
llectiou on the folly of quitlin*,' ^ood (dd plans, and 
especially on that of his master, who must needs hriiio 
homo a ^dliinj,' Gascon, when honest JCnglish Sipiires 
AVero not scarce. 

Very dilferent was the stale of the old Keep of 
Lynwood from the tpiiel, almost <(e.serled condition in 
which it had keen left so huio, now that the Knioht 
had again taken his wonted place amongst the gentry 
of the county. Entertainments were exchanged witli 
his neighhours; hunting and hawking matches, and 
all the sports of the tilt-yanl, followeil each other in 
quick succession, and the summer pa.ssed merrily away. 
Merrily, that is to Siiy, with Sir lleginald, who.se stir¬ 
ring life in cam]> ami court had left him hut few anti 
short intervals for enjoying his home and the society 
of his wife; with Eleanor, who, relieved from lom' 
anxiety, began to recover the .spirits and health which 
had nearly failed her; ami with Eu.stace, to whom the 
arrival of his brother and his followers hrought a con¬ 
tinued course of novelty and delight; but less joyously 
with the Knight’s followers, who regretted more and 
more the gay court of Lordeaux, and grew impatient 
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at the prospect of spending a tedious winter in a 
peaceful English castle. 

Their anticipations of weariness, and the contrary 
expectations "oT"Sir Eeginald, were destined to be 
equally disjippointed; for two months liad not passed 
since his return before a summons arrived, oi*, more 
properly speaking, an invitation to tlie trusty and 
well-beloved Sir Eeginald Lynwood to join the forces 
which the Duke of Lancaster was assembling at 
Southampton, the Erince of Wales having promised 
to assist King Pedro of Castile in recovering the king¬ 
dom from which he had been driven by his brother. 

Loyally. Faithful ndlicrcncc to the cause of the king. 
Ascendency, Success. 

Pojmlar party. The barons, who, licnded hy Simon de ^font- 
fort, rebelled against Henry the Thinl. 

Encroachments on their privileges. To take all possible advantage 
of the Lynwoods. 

Crusader, A knight who had taken part in a Crusade. 

Simon de Montfort, A baron who headed the constitutional 
party in England against the misgovernment of Henry the 
Third. By his summons of burgesses and citizens for the 
first time to Parliament in 1265, he was the virtual founder 
of the House of Commons. 

Lewes, A battle fought in 1264, when Henry the Tliird was 
defeated by his barons, who were led by Simon de Alont- 
fort. 

Evesham, The battle in which Simon de IMontfort was defeated 
and slain by an army under frince Edward, afterwards 
Edward the First. Fought 1265. 

Turmoils, Disturbances; quarrels. 

Edmund^ Earl of Kent, A 3’ounger son of Edward the First, 
and father of Joan Plantagenet, the wife of the Black 
Prince. He had thrown in his lot with Queen Isabella 
and Mortimer during the misgovernment of his brother 
Edward the Second, but after the king had been murdered, 
Mortimer, desiring to be rid of him, persuaded him that 
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Edward was still alive and in cai)tivily, and induced liim^ 
to head an insurreclion. Tliis led to Edmund being con¬ 
demned by parliament, and executed, 

Enirapprd, Persuaded to lake part in. 

IsahrL The wife of Edward the Second, and mother of Edward 
the Third ; who betrayed her husband, and was subse- 
<piently impri'^uned by her sun. 

Roger Mnriinur, The man who assisted Queen Isabel in her 
wicked plot*^. 

Revocniioa of the grant. An annulling, or doing away with, of 
the grant which had given the Lynwood estates to the 
Lord de Clarenhain. 

Puny. Sickly ; ailing. 

Scandalise. Shock : cause to be ashamed. 

Till-ynrd. The great courtyaixi of a castle, where iiUing-matches 
{i.c. exercises with the lance on liorseback) were held. 

Perusal Reading ; study. 

Romances. "Wild tales of chivalry and adventure. 

Emulation. A desire to do as well as other people. 

Manavvris. Exercises ; feats of arms, 

Antiqunff d. Old-fashioned. 

Tourneys. Tilting-matches. 

Machinf^s. Yarious instruments used in warfare. 

Furbish. Get ready and tit for use. 

Crossd)o\r. A powerful weapon for shooting arrows. 

Gibing. Jeering ; wanting in reverence. 

Hawldng. The sport of pursuing udld birds udth trained hawks. 

Dvhc of Lancaster. John of Gaunt, the third son of Edward III. 

Prince of JFalcs. The eldest son of Edward the Third, known 
as the Black Prince. He died during liis father’s lifetime, 
and so never became king. 

Pedro of Castile. King of Castile and Leon, generally known as 
Pedro the Cruel, was born at Burgos in 1334. At first ex¬ 
tremely popular, he soon alienated the nobles and the 
clergy, and an insurrection having broken out against 
him, he was betrayed b}’ his brother Henry, and was 
taken prisoner. He escaped, and raising a powerful army, 
advanced against Henr}’, who was being assisted by Ber¬ 
trand du Guesclin (see p. 11), Pedro, by large promises of 
money and territorj", persuaded the Black Prince to come 
to his assistance. The campaigns are told in the story. 
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CHAPTEli TV 

Sir Eeoinalp could not do otherwise than prepare 
with alacri ty to obey the call of his hclovcd Prince, 
though he marvelled that Etlward should draw his 
sword in the cause of sucli a man ns was Petlro, and 
he was more reluctant than ever hefore to leave his 
home. He cveiTjjro’mised his sorrowful Tilcanor that 
this should he the last time he would leave her. ‘ 1 
will but bestow Eustace in some honourable household, 
where he may be trained in knightly lore—that of 
Chnndos, perchance, or some other of the leaders who 
hold the good old strict rule; find good masters for 
my honest men-at-arms: break one more lance with 
Du Gucsclin ; and take my lc.ave of my brave Prince: 
and then will I I’eturn to rule my vassals, till my 
fields, and be the honest old country Knight my 
lather was before me. Said 1 well, TTame Eleanor ? ’ 

Eleanor smiled, but the next moment sighed and 
drooped her head, while a tear fell on the blue silk 
with which she was embroidering the crosslet on his 
pennon. Sir Eeginald might have said somewhat to 
cheer her, but at that instant little Arthur darted into 
the haU with news that the armourer was come from 
Taimton, with two mules, loaded with a store of goodly 
helmets, swords, and corselets, which he was displaying 
in the court. 

The Knight immediately walked forth into the 
court, where all had been activity and eagerness ever 
since the arrival of the summons, the smith hammer¬ 
ing ceaselessly in his forge, yet without fulfilling half 
the orders continually shouted in his ears: -Gaston and 
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Ettlph Penrose directing from morning to night,, in 
contradiction of each other, the one ahvays laughing, 
the other ahvavs grumbling: the men-at-arms and re- 
tainers. some obeying orders, others being scolded, the 
steel clanging, hammers ringing without int erm ission. 
Mt)St of the party.—such at least as eoidd leave their 
employment without a sharp reprimand from one or 
the other of the contending authorities, the Seneschal 
and the Sfiuire.—were gitthered round the steps, where 
the armoiu’er was (.ILspIajing, with many an encomium, 
his bundles ('f lances, his real Toledo blades, and his 
iielmets of tlie choicest fashion. Gaston and Ealph 
wt-re disputing respecting a certain suit of armour, 
which the latter disapproved, because it had no guards 
for the knees, while the former contended that the 
tally use for such protections was to disable a man 
from wallxing, and nearly from standing when once 
unhorsed. 

• Tn my day, Master Gaston, it was not the custom 
for a lirave man-ut-arms to look to being unhorsed; 
but times are changed.’ 

O , 

' Ay, that they are. Master Penrose, for. in our day 
wo do not give om-selves over the moment we are 
down, and lie closed up in our shells like great land 
tortoises tiumed on their hacks, waiting tUl some one 
is good enough to find his way through our shell.’ 

‘ Peace, peace, Gaston,’ said the Knight. ‘ If we 
acquit ourselves as well as our fathers, we shall have 
little to be ashamed of. ’\Miat think you of this 
man's gear ? ’ 

‘ That I could pick up a better suit for half the 
price at old Battista, the Lombard’s, at Bordeaux; 
nevertheless, since yoxing Eustace would he the show 
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of the'camp if he appeared there provided in Ealph’s 
fashioUj_ it may be as well to see whether there be any 
reasonableness in this old knave ’ 

Before the question was decided, the trampling of 
horses was heard, and there rode into the com’t ’on 
elderly man, whose dress and bearing showed him to 
be of consideration, accompanied by a youth of eighteen 
or. nineteen, and attended by two servants. Sir 
Eeginald and his brother immediately stepped forward 
to receive them. 

■ ‘ Sir Philip Ashton,’ said the former, ‘ how is it 

. with you ? This is friendly in you to come and bid 
us fai’ewell.’ 

‘ I grieve that it should be farewell. Sir Eeginald,’ 
said the old Knight, dismounting whilst Eustace held 
his stirrup; ‘ oiu' countiy can ill spare such men 
' a's .you. Thanks, my young friend Eustace. See, 
Leonard, what good training will do for an Esquire; 
Eustace has already caught that air and courteous 
demeanoiu' that cannot be learnt here among us poor 
Knights of Somerset.’ 

. This was to his son, who, with a short abriipt reply 
to the good-natured greeting of Sir Eeginald, had 
scrambled down from his saddle, and stood by Eustace’s 
side,* staring roimd him, and chiefly fixing his large 
gray eyes upon Gaston, whose tall active figm’e and 
Evely dark coimtenance seemed to afford him an 
inexhaustible subject of study. The Squii'e was pre¬ 
sented by name to Sii’ Philip, received a polite com¬ 
pliment, and replying with a bow, turned to the youth 
with the ready courtesy of one willing to relieve the 
shyness of an awkward stranger. ‘ We were but now 
discussing the merit between damasked steel and chain 

c 
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renewed .stare, an inarlienlale nnitteriiie, and Alasler 
Leonard turned away and idnarst liid lii.s lace in (lie 
mane of his horse, whilst, his lather alteniidcd to 
make nit for hi.s ineivility hy a whole lorrenl of 
opinions, to whieh (Jaston listened with the outward 
sulani.ssion due from a .Siniire, hut, with IVefjiient. 
elanees, aeeompauied hy a teiuleuey to elevati* shoulder 
or evehrow, whieh ICuslaee understood full well to 
eonvey that the old geutlemau knew nothing whatever 
on the sulijeet. 

This i oneluded. Sir I’liilip went to pay hi.s re.spocts 
to tlie Lidv of Lynwood, and then, a.s the hour of 
noon had arrived, all partook of tlie meal, which wa.s 
served in the hall, the Sipiires waiting on the Knights 
and the Lady before themselves sitting down to table. 

Iksion- ICusItict in wim- honourable hoits'Iiold, It was customary 
(hinii}' tlic Miikllc Ages for young men of good family to 
be taken to reside in the household of some great nohle, 
where they were trained, lir.'^t as pages, and tlien as 
es([uires, in order to tit them eventually for knighthood. 
Ureal: one more lance. Meet in battle once more. 

Chandos. Sir John Clmndos, a famous soldier of the days of 
Edward the Third. 

Vassals. Tenants liolding hind from .Sir Reginald. 

Till. Cultivate. 
lleprimand. Rebuke. 

Encomium. tVord.s of l)r.li^e. 

Toledo. A city 37 miles :,outh ..f Madrid, formerly the capital 
of Xcw Castile, where the best sword blades were fasbioned. 
To find his uwj throuyh our shell. To de.al us a death-blow 
tbiougb our armour. 

Demeanour. Behaviour; manner. 

Damasked steel. Steel heaulifully worked and ornamented after 
the fashion of the weapons iirst brought into Euro])e from 
Damascus by the Crusaders. 
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Chain mail. Armour made of liamincrcd iron links, connucted 
by riveted links, so that each link embraced four others. 
Such armour was far more flexible than that which was 
formed of steel or brass plates, but was less fitted to bcar 
the thrust of a liiiice. 


CHAPTEE A' 

It was the influence of dinner that first unchained 
the silent tongue of Leonard Ashton, wlien lie found 
himself seated next to his old acquaintance, Eustace 
Lynwood, out of hearing of those whose presence in¬ 
spired him tvith shyness, and the clatter of knives 
and trenchers drowning his voice. 

‘ So your brother has let you bear sword after all. 
How like you the trade ? Better than poring over 
'crabbed parchments, I trow. But guess you why we 
are here to-day ? ' My father says that I must take 
service with some honourable Knight, and see some¬ 
what of the world. He spoke long of the Lord de 
Clarenham, because his favour’ would be well in the 
county; but at last he has flxed on your brother, 
because he may do somewhat for me with the Prince.’ 

‘ Then you are going with us to Bordeaux ? ’ ex¬ 
claimed Eustace, eagerly. 

‘Ay, truly.’ 

‘Kay, but that is a right joyful hearing]’ said 
Eustace. ‘ Old friends shoidd be brethren in arms.’ 

‘But, Eustace,’ said young Ashton, lowering his 
voice to a confidential whisper, ‘ I like not that out- . 
landish Squire, so tall and black. Men say he -is' a 
Moor—a worshipper of Mahound.’ 

Eustace laughed heartily at this report, and assured 
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his friend that, fhough he had heard his. brother often 
call his Squire in jest Gaston the !Moor, yet Gaston 
was a gallant gentleman of Gascony. Biit still Leonard 
was not satislied. ‘ Had ever man horn in Christian 
lanil such Hashing Idack eves and white teeth? And 
is not he horribly tierce and strict ? ’ 

‘ Xever was man of kinder heart and blither 
temper.’ 

‘ Then you think that he will not he sharp with 
Ub * “ !Morc straight in yoiu’ saddle I ” “ lance lower! ” 

“ head higher ; ’’ that is what has been ringing in my 
ears from morning till night of late, sometimes enforced 
liy a sharp blow on the shoidders. Is it not so with 
you \' 

' Oh, old I’enrose took all that trouble olf their hands 
long ago. Gaston is the gentlest of tutors compared 
with him.’ 

‘I hope sol’ sighed Leonard;' ‘my very bones 
ache with the tutoring I get from my father at home. 
And, Eustace, resolve me this-’ 

‘ Hush, do not you see that Father Cyril is about 

to pronounce the Grace-. There—now must I 

go and serve your father with the grace-cup, but I 
will be with you anon.’ 

Leonard put his elbow on the tabic, mumbling to 
himself, ‘ And these of Eustace’s be the cotu'tly manners 
my father would have me learn; they cost a great 
deal too much trouble! ’ 

Tlie meal over, Eustace took Leonard into the court 
to visit the horses and inspect the new armoiu'. They 
were joined by Gaston, who took upon himself to 
reidy to the question which Leonard wished to have 
resolved, namely, what they were to do in Castile, by 
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persuading him- to believe that they were to fight a 
giant twenty feet high, who rode a griflin of propor¬ 
tionate dimensions, and led an army whose heads grew 
under their shoulders. 

In the meantime Sir Philip Ashton was, with many 
poKte speeches, entering upon the husine.ss of his visit, 
which was to request Sir Peginald to admit his son 
into his train as an Esquire. Tlie Knight of Lynwood, 
thoiTgh not very desirous of this addition to his 
followers, could not well refuse him, in consideration 
of the alliance which had long subsisted lietween tbe 
two houses; but he mentioned his own puiqjose of 
quitting the Prince’s court as soon as the present, 
expedition should be concluded. 

‘ That,’ said Sir Philip, softly, ‘ will scarce be likely. 
[Such Knights as Sir Eeginald Lynwood are. not so 
easily allowed to hide themselves in obscuritj’. The 
Prince of "Wales knows too well the value of liis right- 
hand coimsellor.’ 

‘Kay, Sir Philip,’ .said Sir Eeginald, laughing, 
‘ that is rather too fine a term for a rough soldier, who 
never was called into counsel at all, except for the 
arraying a battle. It would take far sharper wits 
than mine, or, indeed, I suspect, than any that we 
have at Bordeaux, to meet the wiles of Charles of 
France. Ko, unless the Eoyal Banner be abroad in 
the field, you may look to see me here before another 
year is- out.’ 

‘ I shall hope it may be otherwise, for my boy’s 
sake,’ said Sir Philip. ‘ But be that as it may, his 
fame will be secured by his going forth for the first 
time with such a leader as yonr.self. Tlie example 
and friendship of your brother will also be of the 
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Utmost service. Your chief Squire too—so perfect in 
all chivalrous training, and a foreigner—who better 
could be found to train a poor Somersetshire clown for 
the Prince's Gascon comt ? ’ 

' Why, for that matter,’ interrupted Sir Eeginald, 
whose patience would seldom serve him to the end of 
one of his neighbour’s harangues, ‘ it may be honest to 
tell you that though Gaston is a kindly-tempered 
fellow, and of right knightly bearing, his life has been 
none of th(> most steady. I took up with him a couple 
of years since, when poor old Hiunfrey Harwood was 
slain, and I knew not where to timn for a Squire. 
Save for a few wild freaks now and then, he has done 
riglit well, though I sometimes marvelled .at his 
choosing to endure my strict household. He obeys 
my orders, and has made himself well liked hy the 
men, and 1 willingly trust Eustace with him, since the 
boy is of a grave clerkly sort of tmai, .and under my 
own eye; but it is for you to do as you will with 
your son.' 

‘ Is he of honourable birth ? ’ asked Sir Philip. 

‘ At least he bears coat armour,’ .answered Eeginald. 
‘ His shield is rj^ihs, a wolf imssant, or, and I have 
heard strange t.ales of his father, the Black Wolf of the 
Pyrenee.s, as he was called, one of the robber nobles 
of the Navarrese border ; but I have little time for 
such matters, and tliey do not dwell in my mind. If 
I find a man does his dutj’’ in my service, I care not 
whence he comes, nor what his forefathers may have 
been. I listen to no such idle tales: but I thought it 
best to w.arn you that I answer not for all the com¬ 
rades your son may find in my troop.’ 

‘ IMany thanks, noble Rir Eegin.ald; under such 
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cave as yours he cannot fail to prosper: I am secure 
of his ^Yelfare in your hands. One word more, Sir 
Reginald, I pray you. Yon are all-powerful with 
Prince Edward. My poor boy’s advancement is in 
yoim hand. One word in his favour to the Prince—a 

hint of the following I could send his pennon-’ 

' Sir Philip/ said Reginald, ' you overrate, my 
influence, and underrate tlie Prince’s judgment, if you 
imagine aught save personal merit would weigh with 
him. Your sou shall have eveiy opportunity of 
deserving his notice, but whether it be favourable or 
not must depend on liimself. If you desire more, you 
must not seek it of me.’ 

Sir Philip protested that this was all he wished, 
and after reiterating his thanks, took liis leave, pro¬ 
mising that Leonard should be at Lynwood Keep on 
‘the next Monday, the day fixed for Sir Reginald’s 
departure. 

Trenchers* Wooden plates. 

Crabbed. Cramped ; difficult to read. 

I trow. I feel sure. 

Moor. A native of Morocco. 

Mahoiind. Mahomet, the founder of the I^Iohammcdan religion. 
Blither. ^lore cheerful. 

Resolve. Explain this to me. 

Grace-cup. A large Uinkanl parsed round the table after grace 
has been said. 

Anon. Presently. 

Griffin. A dragon. ^ 
inies. Skilful plans. 

Charles of France. The French king with whom Edward the 
Third was at war ; a man famed for liis skill in diplomacy. 
Harangues. Long discourses. 

Honourable birth. Belonging by birth to gentle folk, and not to 
the common people. 

He hears coat armour. A man who wa*? entitled to use nrniorial 
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bearings had them embroidered upon a loose coat, which 
he wore over his armour. 

(rides, a u'olf passant, or. French words were largely used in 
heraldry. Gules means red, or blood, coloured; passant, 
that the animal described is drawn as if walking ; or, that 
it is painted in gold. So Gaston’s coat-of-arms represented 
a golden wolf upon a red ground. 

Kavarrcse border. The land bordering on the kingdom of 
Navarre. 

The following I could send. The number of soldiers with which 
I could supply him. 


CHAPTEE VI 

The morning of departtire arrived. The men-at-arms 
were drawn up in the court like so many statues of 
steel; Leonard Aslitoii sat on horseback, his eyes fixed 
on the door; Gaston, wrapped in his gay mantle, stood 
caressing his Arab steed, and telling him they should 
soon exchange the chilly fogs of England for the 
bright sun of Gascony: Ealpli Penrose held his 
master’s horse, and a black powerful charger was pre¬ 
pared for Eustace, but still the brothers tarried. 

‘ My Eleanor, this should not be! ’ said Eeginald, 
as his wife clung to him weeping. ‘Kee]) a good 
heart. ’Tis not for long. Take heed of your dealings 
with your cousin Fulk. She knows not what I say. 
Father Cyril, keep guard OA'er her and my boy, in case 
I should meet with any mislm p.’ ^ ■ 

...... ‘I will, assuredly, ray son,’ said the Chaplain, ‘but 

it is little that a poor Priest like me can do. I would 
that grant to the Clarenhams were repealed.’ b-‘-“ 

‘ That were soon done,’ said Eeginald, ‘ but it is no 
time for a loyal A’assal to complain of gricA^ances Avhen 
his liege lord has summoned him to the field. Tliat 
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■were to make the King’s need be his law. Ko I no I 
"Watch over her, good father, she is weak and tender. 
Look up, sweet heai't, give me one ehecrfnl wisli to 
speed me on my journey. No? 8 he has swooned. 
Eleanor! 1115 ' wife-' 

' Begone, begone, my son,’ said Father f'yril: ‘ it 
will be the better for her.’ 

‘It may be,’ said Eeginakk'yet to leave her thus- 

Here, nurse, support her, tend her well. Give her my 
tendcrest greetings. Arthur, be duteous to her; talk 
to her of our return; farewell, my boy, and ble-ssings 
on you. Eustace, mount.’ 

Sir Eeginald, sighing heavily, swung himself into 
the saddle; Eustace waited a moment longer. ‘ Good 
Father, this was to have been in poor Eleanor’s charge. 
It is the token, you know for whom.’ 

‘ It shall reach her, my son.’ 

‘ You will send me a letter whenever you can ? ’ 

‘ Truly, I ■will; and T would have you read and 
write, especially in Latin, when you have the chance 
—good gifts should not be buried. Bethink you, too, 
that you will not have the same excuse for sin as the 
rude ignorant men you will meet.’ 

‘Eustace!’ hastily called Eeginald, and with a 
hurried farewell to all around, the young Squire 
sprang on horseback, and the troop rode across the 
drawbridge. They halted on the mound beyond: Sir 
Eeginald shook his pennon, till the long whiU'* 
swallow tails streamed on the wind, then placed it in 
the hands of Eustace, and saying, ‘ On, loanees of 
Lynwood! In the name of God, St, George, and 
King Edward, do your duty,’ he spurred his liorse 
forward, as if only desirous to be out of sight of liis 
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own tiirrets, and forget the parting, the pain of which 
still heaved his breast and dimmed his eye. 

A few days brought the troop to Southampton, 
where John of Gaunt was collecting his ar mam ent, 
and with it they embarked, crossed to St. Malo, and 
thence proceeded to Bordeaux, but there found that 
the Prince of Wales had already set forth, and was 
waiting for his lirother at Dax. 

Advancing immediately, at the end of three days 
they came in sight of the forces encamped around that 
town. Glorious was the scene before them, the green 
plain covered in every direction with white tents, 
surmounted with the banners or pennons of their 
masters, the broad red Cross of St. George waving 
proudly in the midst, and beside it the royal Lions 
and Castles of the two Spanish monarchies. To the 
south, the snowy peaks of the Pyrenees began to 
gleam white like clouds against the sky, and the gray 
sea-line to the w’est closed the horizon. Eustace drew 
his rein, and gazed in silent admiration, and Gaston, 
riding bj’- his side, pointed out the several bearings 
and devices which, to the "warrior of that day, spoke as 
plainly (often far more so) as written words. 

While Gaston spoke, the sound of horses’ feet 
approached rapidly from another quarter, and a small 
party came in sight, the foremost of whom checked 
his bridle, as, at Eeginald’s signal, his Lances halted 
and drew respectfully aside. He was a man about 
thirty-six years of age, and looking even younger, 
from the remarkable fairness and delicacy of his com¬ 
plexion. The perfect regularity of his noble features, 
together with the commanding, yet gentle expression 
of his clear light blue eyes, would, even without the 
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white ostrich feather in his black velvet cap, liave 
enabled ISustace to recognise in him the flower of 
chivahy—^Edwai’d, Prince of "Wales. 

‘ "Welcome, my trnsty Eeginald I ’ exclaimed lie. ‘ T 
knew that the Lances of Lynwood would not he 
absent where kniglitly work is to be done. Is my 
brother John arrived ? ’ 

‘ Ye.s, my Lord,’ reiilied Reginald; ‘ I parted from 
him but now as he rode to the castle, while I came to 
seek where to bestow my knaves.’ 

‘ I know you of old for a prudent man,’ said the 
Prince, smiling: ‘ the Provost Marshal hath no 
acquaintance with that gallant little band. !Methinks 
I see there a fair face like enough to yoiu’s to belong 
to another loj’al Lynwood.’ 

‘ I could wish it were a little browner and more 
manly, my Lord,’ said Reginald. ‘ It is my brother 
Eustace, who has been sufiered (I take shame to 
myself for it) to tarry at home as my Lady’s page, till 
he looks as white as my Lady herself.’ 

‘ We will soon find a cure for that in the sun of 
Castile,’ said Edward. ‘ You are well provided with 
Squires. The men of Somerset know where good 
training is to be foimd for their sons.’ 

‘ This, my Lord, is the son of Sir Philip Ashton, a 
loyal Knight of our county.’ 

‘ He is welcome,’ said the Prince. ‘ We have 
work for all. Let me see you this evening at supper 
in my tent.’ 

‘ "iVell, Eustace, what sayest thou ? ’ said Gaston, as 
the Prince rode on. 

‘ A Prince to dream of, a Prince for whom to give 
a thousand live.s! ’ said Eustace. 
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‘ And that was the Prince of Wales !' said Leonard. 
‘ Why, he spoke just like any other man,’ 

Tarried Lingered. 

Yovr consin Ftdl\ The Baron de Clarenhain, 

His liege lord The lord to whom a subordinate owed obedience. 
In this case. Sir Reginald owed allegiance to the Black 
Prince. Hence tlie Black Prince is his liege lord. 

Swooned Fainted. 

Bcihinh ?/ou. Eeniember, 

St. Malo. A town and seaport of Normandy, built upon an 
island, and united to the mainland by a causeway. 

Dax. A town, 93 miles south-west of Bordeaux, famous for its 
hot sulphur springs. These springs were known to the 
Romans, who called the place Aqua: Tarhellm. In the 
Middle Ages it was called Acqs. 

Bid Cross of Si. George, St. George is the patron saint of 
England. His banner bore the broad red cross which now 
forms the central portion of the Union Jack. 

Lions and Castles. The lion was a prominent figure in the royal 
arms of Navarre : the castle in those of Castile. 

Beai'ings and devices. The heraldic ornaments embroidered in the 
different flags. 

The white ostHch feather. The crest of the King of Bohemia; 
said to have been adopted by the Prince of Wales after 
the battle of Crecy; in which battle the blind king of 
Bohemia was taken prisoner. 

Florccr of cliivalrij. The most celebrated knight of the day. 

Knaves. Men of low birth. 

Provost Marshal. An officer charged with maintaining the 
discipline of an army during a campaign. 


CHAPTER YTT 

The two tents of the Lances of Lynwood having been 
erected, and all arrangements made, the Knights and 
Squires set out for the Prince’s pa^sdlion, the white 
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curtains of which were conspicuous in I he centre of 
the camp. ‘Within, it was comiiletoly lined witli silk, 
embroidered with tlie various device.s of the Prince: 
the lions of England—the lilies of France—the 
Bohemian ostrich-plume, wit^h its hiiinye motto, the 
white rose, not yet an e mhlep i of d iscoM —the blue 
garter and the red cross, all in gorgeous combination 
—ti fitting background, as it were, on whicli to display 
the chivalrous groups seen in relief against it. 

At the upper end was placed a long table for the 
Prince and his guests, and here Sir Beginald took Iiis 
seat, with many a hearty welcome from his friends 
and companions in arms, while Gaston led his comrades 
to the lower end, where Squii'es and Pages were 
waiting for the provisions brought in liy the servants, 
which they were to carry to their Kiiiglits. Gaston 
ivHS soon engaged in conversation witii liis acquaint¬ 
ance, to some of whom he introduced Eustace and 
Leonard, but the former found far more interesting 
occupation in gazing on the company seated at the 
upper table. 

The Black Prince himself occupied the centre, his 
brother John- at his left hand, and at his right a 
person whom both this post of honoiu’ and the 
blazonry of his siu’coat marked out as the dethroned 
King of Castile. Pedro the Cruel had not, however, 
the forbidding countenance which imagination would 
ascribe to him; his featiu-es were of the fair and 
noble tjq)e of the old royal Gothic race of Spain; he 
had a profusion of flaxen hair, and large blue eyes, 
rather too prominent, and but for his receding fore¬ 
head, and the expression of his lips, he would have 
been a handsome man of in-iiicely mien. Something, 
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and French, which Leonard could easilj' under&huul, 
although he had always turned a deal’ ear to (hast on’s 
attempts to instruct him in tlie latter language. 
However, a grunt was his only reply. 

' Or/ pursued the Squire, ^ have you any fancy for 
carrying it yourself ? I, for my part, think we are 
well quit of the trouble." 

^Why, ay," said Leonard, ‘but 1 trow 1 have as 
much right to serve at the Prince's table as dainty 
blaster Eustace. My father had never put me under 
>Sir Eeginald’s charge, had he deemed I should be kept 
here among the serving-men." 

‘Sir Eeginald? AVhich Sir Kegiuald has the 
houoiu* of your semce ?' asked the Sqiure, to whom 
Leonard’s broad Somersetshire dialect seemed to pre¬ 
sent few difficulties. 

' Sir Eeginald Lynwood, he with the curled l^rown 
locks, next to that stern-looking old fellow with the 
gray hair." 

' Ay, I know him of old. Him whom the Duke of 
Lancaster is pledging—a ijrond, strict Englishman— 
as rigid a service as any in the camp.’. .' 

‘ I should think so! ’ said Leonard. ' Up in the 
morn hours before the sun, to mass like a choir of 
novices, to clean oiu’ own arms and the Knight’s, like 
so many horse-boys, and if there he but a speck of 
rust, or a sword-belt half a finger’s length awry- 

‘Ay, ay, I once had a fortnight’s service with a 
Knight of that stamp, but a fortnight-was enough for 
me, I promise.you. And yet Gaston the Moor chooses 
to stay with him rather than lead a 'merry life, with 
all to gain, and nought to lose! A different life from 
tlie days he and I spent together of old.’ 
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‘ GiisLou is as sharp as the Knight himself/ said 
Leonard, ‘and gibes mo without ceasing: but yqt I 
could bear it all, were it not for seeing Eiistace, the 
clerk, preferred to me, as if I were not heir to more 
acres tlian he can ever count crowns.’ 

‘What may then l)e yoiu* name, fair j'-outh, and 
your inlieritance/’ demanded the one-eyed Srpiire, 'for 
your coat of arms is new in the camp.’ 

‘ My name is lAionard Ashton: my father-’ hut 

Leonard’s speech was cut short by a Squire, who 
stumbled over his outstretched foot. Both parties 
burst into angiy exclamations, Leonard’s new acquaint¬ 
ance taking his jjart. Men looked up, and serious 
consequences might have ensued, had not Gaston 
hastened to the spot. ‘ Shame on }'ou, young mala¬ 
pert,’ saiil he to his liopeful pupil. ‘ Cannot I leave 
you one moment unwatched, but you must be brawl¬ 
ing in the Prince’s own pre.sencc ? Here, bear this 
bread to Sir Reginald instantly, and leave me to make 
your peace. Master Clifford,’ added he, as Leonard 
shulHed away, ‘ ’tis an luicouth slip whom Sir Regi¬ 
nald Lvnwood has imdertaken to mould into form, 
and if he is visited as he deserves for each jiiece of 
discourte.sv, his life will not be long enough for 
amendment, so I must beg you to take my apology.’ 

‘ Most readily. Master Gaston,’ replied Clifford; 
‘ there would not have been the least offence had the 
youth only possessed a civil tongue.’ 

‘ Is not he tlie son of one of your wejilthy English¬ 
men i ’ asked tlie one-eyed Squire, carelessly. 

' Ha! Why shoidd you think so ? ’ said Gaston, 
turning sharply: ‘because he shows so mucli good 
nurture {’ 
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' Because his brains arc grown fat wilii devoiu*ing 
Jiis father’s beeves, fare on which you seem lo thrive/ 
said the one-eyed, " though you were not wont to like 
English beef and English discipline better than Gascon 
wine and Gascon freedom. T begin to think that tlie 
cub of the Black Wolf of the Pyrenees is settling down 
into a tame English house-dog/ 

^Ile has teeth and claws at your service,’ replied 
Gaston, 

'Ay?’ said the Squire, interrogatively; then, chang¬ 
ing his tone, ' But tell me honestly, Gaston, is not 
yon ungainly A’arlet the hope of some rich English 
house ? ’ 

'I must see their hopes meet with no downfall/ 
^ said Gaston, walking away, and muttering to himself. 
'A plague upon it! To train two boys is more than 
I bargained for, and over and above to hinder this 
wiseacre Ashton from ruining himself. I would let 
the oaf take his course, for a wilful wrong-headed fool, 
but that it would scarce be doing good service to Sir 
Eeginald.’ 

Lilies of France, Clovis, king of the Franks, from 481 to 611, 
bore on his shield a device of three black toads. But an 
angel gave to Clotilda, his wife, who vas a Christian, a 
shield of wonderful beauty, with three golden lilies, shining 
like stars upon an azure ground. When Clovis used this 
shield, he was always victorious in battle. These lilies 
ever afterwards were borne in the royal arms of France. 

Its liumhU motto. The motto belonging to the ostrich-feather 
crest of the kings of Bohemia was of two words, Ich dien, 
meaning, I serve. 

The White Rose. Aftenvards adopted as the emblem of the 
House of York, and so used during the Wars of the Roses. 
Blue Garter. Edward the Third having laid claim to the French 
throne, assumed the title of King of France ; and after his 

D 
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fir?t campaign, rc'^olvod lo institute an order of knighthood 
to reward his comrades in arms. The colour chosen was 
the blue of the Frencli livery ; and the emblem chosen 
neither a chain nor a badge, but a silk or velvet garter. 

ins hrotlicr John. John of Gaunt, Duke of Lancaster. 

An embroidered coat worn over {svr) the armour. 

The oil royal Gothic race of Fpaiiu The Goths invaded the 
Roinan province of Ilispania in the fifth century, and 
drove back the earlier invaders into the mountains of the 
north. The Roman city of Toulouse became their capital, 
and thence sprang a line of kings which niled in Sjxiin 
until the Mahometan Conquest in 711. The Mahometans 
drove the Gothic peoples, in their turn, to shelter in the 
mountain's, where were organised the new kingdoms of 
the Asturia*?, Navarre, Aragon, and Castile. Pedro was 
the direct descendant of the old ro 3 ’'al Gothic line. 

The step-son of the Prince. Joan Plantagenet, the Fair Maid of 
Kent, had been wedded to Sir Thomas Holland before she 
married the Black Prince. The children of her first 
marriage were consequently step-children to the Prince. 

Obliterated. Defaced; worn out. 

Equipment. Dress. 

Patois. A mixed dialect. 

To lihc a choir of novices. The Sfass is the service of the 
Roman Catholic Church coiTesponding lo the Communion 
service of the Church of England. Leonard’s complaint is 
that the followers of Sir Reginald L 3 ’nwood were expected 
to attend this service early eveiy morning, as if the}’ were 
‘ novices,’ or persons newl}^ admitted to a monastic order. 

A%vry. Crooked. 

Of that stamp. Of that kind. 

Crowns. A coin worth five shillings. 

Malapert. Impertinent in speech. 

Hopeful, i.c. a pupil of whom Gaston had no hope. 

Brawling. Quarrelling noisil}’. 

Bear. Cany. 

Shuffled. Aloved awkwardl}-. 

Uncouth slip. A raw, uncultivated )'outh. 

Mould. Shape. 

Nurture. Bringing-up. 

Beeves. Oxen. 
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Yon, Yonder. 

Ungainly varlet. Ill-mannered young man. 
The hope. The heir. 

TFiscacre, ' A fool who thinks himself clever. 
Oaf, Awkward lout. 


CHAPTER VIII 

The Knights had nearly finished their meal, and the 
Squires having served them with wine, returned to 
their own table, now freshly supplied with meat, 
which the yeomen in their turn carved for them. 
Gaston kept Leonard under his own eye till the party 
broke up. 

On the way to the tent, he began to take him to 
task. ' A proper commencement! Did you take the 
Prince’s pavilion for one of yom’ own island hostels, 
where men may freely brawl and use their fists with¬ 
out fear of aught save the parish constable ? ’ 

'What business had he to tread on my foot?’ 
growled Leonard. 

' VHiat business had your foot there ? Was not 
your office, as I told you, to stand ready to hand me 
whatever I might call for ? ’ 

'I was speaking a few words to another gentle¬ 
man.* 

'The fewer words you speak to the One-Eyed 
Basque the better, imless you think it is Sir Regi¬ 
nald’s pleasm-e that you should be instructed in all 
the dicing and drinking in this camp, and unless you 
wish that the crowns with whicli your father stored 
your pouch should jingle in his pockets. It is w’ell 
for you the Knight marked you not.’ 
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‘ You lield long enougli parley with him yom’self/ 
Sidfl the r efract ory pupil. 

‘ Look 3'ou, blaster Leonard Ashton, I do not pre- 
.‘!ume to offer myself as an example to you save, per¬ 
haps, in the matter of sitting a steed, or handing a 
wiue-cup. I have no piu'se to lose, and I have wit 
to keep it if I had, or at least,’ as a recollection 
crossed him, ‘ if I lost it, it should be to please myself, 
and not the One-Ej'ed Basque; above all, my name 
and fame are made, and yours-' 

‘What would you say of mine?’ said Leonard, with 
sulky in^gnation. ‘ Tlie heii* of Ashton is not to be 
evened to a wandering, landless foreigner.’ 

‘ It is not in sight of those mountain peaks,’ said 
Gaston, cout^ipjiuously, ‘ that I am to be called a 
foreigner; and as to being landless, if I chose to take 
m3' stand on the old tower of Albricorte, and call 
m3"self Lord of the whole hillside, I should like to 
see who woidd gainsay me. For name, I suspect you 
will find that inanj' a man has trejnbled at the name 
of ni}’’ father, to whom Ashton would be but that of 
an English clown. Moreover, in this camp I would 
have you to know that the question is, not who has 
the broadest lands, but who has the strongest arm. 
And, Sir Sqmre, if 3’’ou are not above listening to a 
piece of friendly counsel, to brag of those acres of 
3'ours is the sm’est way to attract spoilers. I had 
rather a dozen times trust Eustace in such company 
than 3'ou, not onl}’’ because he has more wit, but 
because he has less coin.’ 

‘ Who is this man ? What is his name ? ’ asked 
Eustace. 

‘The One-Eyed Basque, I know no other,’ said 
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Gaston. '"We reck little of names lierc, especially 
when it may be convenient to have tliem forgotten. 
He is a Pree Companion, brave enough, but more 
ready at the sack than the assault, and loving be.st to 
plunder, waste, and plunder again, or else to lleece 
such sheep as oiu’ friend hei'e.’ 

‘How could such a man gain entrance to the 
Prince's pavilion ? ’ 

‘Stout hearts and strong arms find entrance in 
most places,’ said Gaston; ‘ but, as you saw, he durst 
not appear at the ujiper table.’ 

Tlie next morning the army began tlieir march to 
the Pyrenees. They halted for some days at the foot 
of the hUls, whilst negotiations were passing between 
the Black Prince and the King of Havarre, who might 
easily have prevented their entrance into the Peninsula 
by refusing a passage through his mountain fastnesses. 

‘\^Tien the permission was granted, they advanced 
with considerable danger and difficidty. The rugged 
paths weiH} covered with snow and ice, which made 
them doubly perilous for the horses, and but for 
Gaston’s familiarity with his native hills. Sir Eegi- 
nald declared that he coidd never have brought his 
little troop across them in safety. 

At length they emerged through the celebrated 
Pass of Eoncesvalles, where Eustace in imagination 
Estened to the echoes of the dying blast of Poland. 
On the following eA'ening he had the deEght of 
reading his histoiy in the veritable pages of Arch¬ 
bishop Turpin, which precious work he foimd in 
the possession of a lay-friar, who had been sent 
with the army as a reporter of the events 
of the campaign. This new acquaintance gave 
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very little satisfaction to Sii’ Eeginald, who was 
almost ready to despair of Eustace’s courage and 
manhood when he found he had ‘ gone hack to his 
books/ and manifested, if not so much serious dis¬ 
pleasure, yet even more annoyance, on this occasion, 
than when, shortly after, he found that Leonard 
Ashton spent every moment at his own disposal in 
tlie company of the One-Eyed Basque. That‘worthy, 
meeting the j'oung gentleman at every turn, had’ 
easily persuaded him that Gaston’s catitions only pro¬ 
ceeded from fears of stories that might with too much 
truth be told against himself, and by skilful flatteries 
of the young Englishman’s self-importance, and sym¬ 
pathy with his impatience of the strict rule of the 
Knight of Lynwood, succeeded in establishing over 
him great influence. 

So fared it with the two young Squires, whilst the 
army began to enter the dominions of the King of 
Castile. Here a want of provisions was severely felt, 
for such was the hatred borne to Pedi-o the Cruel, that 
every inhabitant of the country fled at his approach, 
carrying off, or destroying, all that could be used as 
food. It was the intention of Bertrand du Guesclin 
to remain quietly in his camp of Kavaretta, and 
allow hunger to do its work with the invading force, 
but this prudent plan was prevented by the folly 
of a Spanish nobleman, who, accusing Bertrand of 
cowardice, so stung his fiery spirit that he resolved on 
instant combat, though knowing how little dependence 
could be placed on his Spanish allies. 

The challenge of the Prince of A^'ales was there¬ 
fore accepted; and never were tidings more welcome 
than these to the half-famished army, encamj)ed upon 
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the banks of the Ebro, on the same ground on ivhich, 
in after years, English valour was once more to tiu’ii 
to flight a usurping King of Spain. 

Yeomm, A freeholder; in time of war the attendant of a 
squire, as a squire was the attendant of a knight. 

Pavilion, Tent 
Hostels. Inns: taverns. 

Braxol. Quarrel; dispute. 

Basqxie. A mountainous district of Gascony, the inhabitants 
of which are of a different race from the people of 
France or Spain, and speak an ancient language of Celtic 
origin. 

Parley. Speech. 

To he evened. To be regarded as no better than. 

Alhicorie. The estate originally belonging to Gaston’s family. 

Gainsay. Contradict 

BeeJe little of. Pay little heed to. 

Free Companions. Troops of private adventurers who, in the 
Middle Ages, organised themselves info bands of mer¬ 
cenary soldiers, and let out their services to the highest 
bidders. 

Sack. Plunder. 

Fastnesses. Strongholds. 

Eoncesvalles. A pass over the Pyrenees, where, in 779, a large 
body of Saracens poured domi upon the rear-guard of the 
army of the famous Charles the Great, afterwards Emperor 
of the West, and entirely destroyed it. This rear-guard 
was in command of the briive Boland, or Orlando, a 
nephew of Charles, who was mortally wounded in the 
engagement. With his dying breath he blew a blast upon 
his horn so loudly that Charles himself is said to have 
heard it, although he was eight miles distant at the 
time. 

Turpin. An archbishop of Bheims, the friend and companion 
of Charles the Great. He was said to have been the 
author of a chrofttcle relating the exploits of Charles. 
Lay-hrotlier, A person belonging to a monasterj’^ or other 
religious fraternity, but one who had not taken holy 
orders. 
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Ebro, A river of Spain, whicli rises in the mountains of the 
Asturias, on the confines of Old Castile, and flows into l}»c 
Mediterranean. 

English valour^ etc, A reference to the early part of the pre¬ 
sent century, when the English, under the Duke of 
■Wellington, defeated the schemes of Joscidi Bonaparte, the 
brother of Napoleon, 


CHAPTER IX 

The moon ^Yas at her height, and shone full into the 
half-opened tent of "Sir- Eeginald Lynwood. At the 
fiu’ther end, quite in darkness, the Knight, bare¬ 
headed, and rosary in hand, knelt before the dark- 
robed figiu'e of a confessor, while at a short distance 
lay, on a couch of deer-skins, the sleeping Leonard 
-cl^hton. Before the looped-up curtain that formed 
the door was Gaston, on one knee, close to a huge 
torch of pine-wood fixed in the earth, examining by 
its flaring, smoky light into the state of his master’s 
armour, pro'sdng every joint with a small hammer. 
Xear him, Eustace, with the help of John Ingram, the 
stalwart yeoman, was fastening his charge, the 
j)ennon, to a mighty lance of the toughest ash-wood, 
and often looking forth on the white tents on which 
the moonbeams shed their pale, tranquil light. 

There was much to impress a mind like his, in 
the scene before him; the moonlight, the few glim¬ 
mering stars, the sky—whose southern clearness and 
brightness were, to his unaccustomed eye, doubly 
wonderful—the constant though subdued sounds in 
the camp, the murmur of 'the river, and, far away in 
the dark expanse of night, the sparkling of a multi¬ 
tude of lights, which marked the encampment of the 
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enemy. There was a strange calm awe uj)on his 
spirit. He spoke in a low voice, and Gaston’s careless 
light-hearted tones fell on his ear as something im- 
congenial; but his eye glanced brightly, his step was 
free and bold, as he felt that this was the day that 
must silence every irritating doubt of his possessing a 
waiTior-spirit. 

The first red streak of dawn was beginning to glow 
in the eastern sky, when the note of a bugle rung out 
from the Prince’s tent, and was resj)onded to by 
hundreds of other horns. That instant the quiet, 
slumbering camp awoke, the space in front of every 
tent was fiUed with busy men, arming themselves, or 
saddling their horses. Gaston and Eustace, already 
fiUly equipped, assisted Sir Keginald to arm; Leonard 
was roused, and began to fasten on his armour; the 
men-at-arms came forth from their tent, and the 
horses were saddled and bridled; ‘And now,’ called 
Sir Peginald, ‘ bring om* last loaf, John Ingram. Xeep 
none back. By this day’s eve we shall haA’-e abund¬ 
ance, or else no fiu'ther need.’ 

The hard, dry barley-bread was shared in scanty, 
but equal measiu’e, and scarcely had it been deAmured, 
before a second bugle blast, pealing through the camp, 
caused each mail-clad Avarrior to close his ausoi’, and 
spring into his saddle. A third, and all rode forth 
into the open jjlain, Avhere, according to j)revious 
orders, they arrayed themselves in tAVO diAusions, the 
first commanded by the Duke of Lancaster and Sir 
John Chandos, the second by Prince EdAvard and Don 
Pedro. 

After a pause, employed in marshalling the 
different bands, the host adA’^anced at an even pace, the 
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rising sun glancing on their armour, and revealing the 
multitude of waving crests, and streamers iluttering 
from the points of the lances, like the wings of 
gorgeous insects. Presently a wall of glittering 
armour was seen advancing to meet them, with the 
same brilliant display. It might have seemed some 
mighfy tournament that was tliere arrayed, as the 
two armies stood confronting each other, rather than 
a stern battle for the possession of a kingdom; and 
well might old Proissart declare,' It was a pleasure to 
see such hosts.' 

But it would be presumptuous to attempt to 
embellish a tale after Froissart has once touched it. 
To him, then, I leave it to tell how the rank of 
banneret was conferred on the gallant old Chandos, 
how the Prince prayed aloud for a blessing on liis 
arms, how he gave the signal for the advance, and 
how the Spaniards lied in the first encounter. The 
Lances of Lynwood, in the division of the Didve of 
Lancaster, well and gallantly did their part in the 
hard struggle with the brave band of French, whose 
resistance was not overcome till the Black Prince 
himself brought his reserved troops to the aid of his 
brother. 

With the loss of only one man-at-arms, the Lances 
of Lynwood had taken several prisoners. It was high 
noon, and the field was well-nigh cleared of the 
enemy, when Sir Eegmald drew his rein at the top of 
a steep bank clothed with brushwood, sloping towards 
the stream of the Zadorra, threw up his visor, wiped 
his heated brow, and, patting his horse's neck, tmmed 
to his brother, saying,' You have seen sharp work in 
this your first battle-day, Eustace.' 


46 


CHAT. 



‘ It is a glorious day! ’ said Eustace. ‘ See how 
they hurry to the water.’ And he pointed over the 
low shrubs to a level space on the hank of the river, 
where several fugitives, on foot and horseback, were 
crowding together, and pressing hastily forward. 

‘ Ha! ’ cried Sir Eeginald, ‘ the golden circlet I 
Heniy himself! ’ and at the same instant he sprang 
to the ground. ‘ You,’ said he, ‘ speed round the 
bushes, meet me at the ford they are making for-.’ 
This was directed to Gaston, and ere the last words 
were spoken, both Sir Eeginald and Eustace were 
already beginning to hm-ry down the bank. Gaston 
rose to his full height in his stirrups, and, looking 
over the wood, exclaimed, ‘ The Eagle crest! I must 
be there. On, Ashton—Ingram, this way—speed, 
speed, speed!’ and with these words threw himself 
from his horse, and dashed after the two brothers, as 
they went crashing, in theii* heavy armom', downwards 
through the bows. In less than a minute they were 
on the level ground, and Sir Eeginald rushed forward 
to intercept King Henry, who was almost close to the 
river. ' Yield, yield. Sir King! ’ he shouted; but at 
the same moment another Knight on foot threw 
himself between, raising a huge battle-axe, and crying, 
‘Away, away. Sir; leave me to deal with him!’ 
Henry turned, entered the river, and safely swam his 
horse to the other side, whilst his champion was 
engaged in a desperate conflict. 

Rosary. A string of beads used by Roman Catholics at their 
prayers. 

Uncongenial. Out of place; unfitting. 

Visor. The opening of a helmet, through which the u'earer 
can see. 



X 


THE LANCES OF LYNWOOD 


47 


Marshalling. Arranging in tlieir proper order. 

Froissarty Sir John, A famous clirunicler of the fourteentli 
centurj*. 

JRanl: of banneret, A superior rank of knighthood, earned by 
military valour. 

Zadorra. A river of Navarre, flowing into the Ebro. 

Henry, Tlie usurping King of Castile. 

Eagle crest. The crest borne by the princes of Castile. 


CHAPTEIJ. X 

The Knight of Lynwood caught the first blow on his 
shield, and returned it, but without the slightest effect 
on his antagonist, who, though short in statiu’e, and 
clumsily made, seemed to possess gigantic strength. 
A few moments more, and Eeginald had fallen at full 
length on the grass, while his enemy was pressing on, 
to secure him os a prisoner, or to seize the pennon 
which Eustace held. The two Squires stood mtli 
lifted swords before their fallen master, but it cost 
only another of those irresistible strokes to stretch 
Gaston beside Sir Eeginald, and Eustace was left alone 
to maintain the struggle. A few moments more, and 
the Lances would come up—but how impossible to 
hold out! The first blow cleft his shield in two, and 
tliough it did not pierce his armour, the shock brought 
him to his knee, and without the support of the staff 
of the pennon he would have been on the ground. 

Still he kept up his defence, using sometimes 
his sword, and sometimes the staff, to parry the 
strokes of his assailant; but the strife was too 
xmequal, and faint with violent exertion, as well as 
dizzied by a stroke which the temper of his helmet 
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had resisted, he felt that all would be over with him 
ill another second, when his sinking energies were 
revived by the cry of ‘ St George,' close at hand. His 
enemy relaxing his attack, he sprang to his feet, and 
tliat instant foimd himself enclosed, almost swept 
away, by a crowd of combatants of inferior degree, as 
well his own comrades as Free Lances, all of whose 
weapons were turned upon his opponent. A sword 
was lifted over the enemy’s head from behind, and 
would the next moment have descended, but that 
Eustace sprang up, dashed it aside, cried ' Shame! ’ 
and grasping the arm of the threatened Xnight, ex¬ 
claimed, ‘ Yield, yield! it is your only hope! ’ 

* Yield ? and to thee ? ’ said the Hnight; ' yet it 
is well meant. The sword of Ai’thur himself would 
be of no avail. Tiphai'ne was right I It is the fated 
day. Thou art of gentle birth ? I yield me then, 
rescue or no rescue, the rather that I see thou art a 
gallant youth. Hark you, fellows, I am a prisoner, so 
get off with you. Your name, bold youth ? ’ 

‘Eustace Lynwood, brother to this Knight,’ said 
Eustace, raising his visor, and panting for breath, 
‘You need but a few 3'ears to nerve your arm. 
But rest a while, you are almost spent,’ said the 
prisoner, in a kind tone of patronage, as he looked at 
the youthful face of his captor, which in a second had 
varied from deep crimson to deadlj’’ paleness. 

‘ Mj'' brother! my brother! ’ was all Eustace’s 
answer, as he threw himself on the grass beside 
Gaston, who, though bleeding fast, had raised his 
master’s head, and freed him from his helmet; but his 
eyes were still closed, and the wound ghastly, for such 
had been the force of the blow, that the shoulder was 
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well-nigh severed from the collar-bone. ‘ Ecginald • 
0 brother, look np! ’ cried Eustace. ‘ 0 Gaston, does 
he live ? ’ 

‘ T have crossed swords with him before,’ said the 
prisoner. ‘ I grieve for the mi.shap.’ Tlien, as the 
soldiers crowded round, he waved them off with a 
gesture of command, which they instinctively obeyed. 
‘ Back, clowns, give him air. And here—one of you— 
bring some water from the river. There, he shows 
signs of life.’ 

As he spoke, the clattering of horses’ feet was 
heard—all made way, and there rode along the bank 
of tlie river a band of Spaniards, headed by Pedro 
himself, his sword, from hilt to point, streaming with 
blood, and his countenance ferocious as that of a tiger. 
‘ A^^iere is he ? ’ was his cry; ‘ where is the traitor 
Henry? I will send him to join the rest of the 
brood. Where has he hidden himself ? ’ 

The prisoner, who had been assisting to lift the 
wounded man out of the path of the trampling 
horses, turned round, and replied, with marked 
emphasis, ' King Henry of Castile is, thanks to our 
Lady, safe on the other side of the Zadorra, to recover 
his throne another day.’ 

‘ Du Guesclin himself! Ah, dog! ’ cried Pedro, his 
eyes glaring with the malignity of. a demon, and 
raising his bloody weapon to hew down Bertrand du 
Guesclin, for no other was the prisoner, who stood 
with folded arms, his dark eyes fixed in calm scorn 
on the King’s face, and his sword and axe lying at his 
feet. 

Eustace was instantly at his side, calling out, ‘ My 
Lord King, he is my prisoner! ’ 
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‘ Thine! ’ said Pedro, with an incredulous look. 
‘ Leave him to my vengeance, and thou shalt have gold 
—half my treasury—all thy utmost wishes can 
reach-’ 

‘ I give him up to none but my Lord the Prince of 
Wales,’ returned the young Squire, undauntedly, 

‘ Fool and caitiff! out of my path ! or learn what 
it is to oppose the wrath of Kings! ’ cried Pedro. 

Eustace grasped his sword, ' Sir King, you imtst 
win your waj' to him through ni}’’ body.’ 

At this moment one of the attendants whispered, 
‘ The Prince, Sir King,’ and, in a few seconds more, 
the Black Prince, with a few followers, rode towards 
the spot. 

Hastily dismounting, Pedro threw himself on his 
knees to thank him for the victory; but Edward, 
leaping from his horse, raised him, sajdng, ‘ It is not 
to me, but to the Giver of victories, that you should 
retui'n thanks; ’ and Eustace almost shuddered to see 
him embrace the bloodthirstj’- monster, who, still 
intent on his prey, began the next moment, 'Here, 
my lord Prince, is the chief enemj’’—here is the dis¬ 
turber of kingdoms—Du Guesclin himself—and there 
stands a traitorous boy of your country, who resolutely 
refuses to }n.eld him to my just vengeance.’ 

As Pedro spoke, the Prince exchanged with Sii* 
Bertrand the courteous salutation of honourable enemies, 
and then said, in a quiet, grave tone, ‘ It is not our 
English custom to take vengeance on prisoners of 
war.’ 

‘ My Lord,’ said Eustace, stepping forward, as the 
Prince looked towards him, ‘ I deliver the prisoner 
into your princely hands.’ 
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‘You have our best thanks, Sir Squire,’said the 
Prince. ‘You are the young Lynwood, if I rcnieiuber 
right. AVhere is your brother ? ’ 

‘ .iVlas! my Lord, here he lies, sorely hurt,’ said 
Eustace, only anxious to be rid of prisoner and Prince, 
and to retiu'n to Reginald, who by ibis time had, l)y 
the care of Gaston, been recalled to consciousness. 

‘ Is it so ? I grieve to hear it 1 ’ said Edward, 
with a face of deep concern, advancing to the wounded 
Knight, bending over him, and taking his hand, ‘ How 
fares it with you, my brave Reginald ? ’ 

‘ Poorly enough, my Lord,’ said the Knight, faintly; 

‘ I would I could have taken King Henry-’ 

‘ Lament not for that,’ said the Prince, ' but 
receive my thanlcs for the prize of scarcely less worth, 
which I owe to your arms.’ 

‘ Wliat mean you, my Lord ? Not Sir Berti'and 
du GuescHn; I got nothing from him but my death¬ 
blow.’ 

‘ How is this then ? ’ said Edward; ‘ it was from 
your young brother that I received him.’ 

‘ Speak, Eustace! ’ said Sir Reginald, eagerly, and 
half raising himself; ‘ Sir Bertrand youi’ prisoner ? 
Fairly and honom-ably ? Is it possible ? ’ 

‘ Fairly and honourably, to that I testify,’ said Du 
Guesclin. ‘ He knelt before you, and defended your 
pennon longer than I ever thought to see one of his 
years resist that curtal-axe of mine. The other villains 
burst on us, and were closing upon me, when he turned 
back the weapon that was over my head, and smnmoned 
me to yield, which I did the more wilKngly that so 
gaUant a youth should have such honour as may be 
acquired by my capture.’ 

E 
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‘ He has it, noble Bertrand,’ said Edward ' Kneel 
down, young Squire. Thy name is Eustace ? In the 
name of God, St. Michael, and St. George, I dub thee 
Knight. Be faithful, brave, and fortunate, as on this 
day. Arise, Sir Eustace Ljmwood’ 

‘ Thanks, thanks, my gracious Prince,’ said Eeginald, 
a light glancing in his fading eyes, ‘ I should die 
content to see my brother’s spurs so well earned’ 

‘ Die! Say not so, my faithful Eeginald Speed, 
Denis, and send hither our own leech! I trust you 
wiU live to see your son win his spurs as gallantly! ’ 

‘ No, my good Lord, I am past the power of leech 
or surgeon; I feel that this is my death-wound. I 
am glad it was in your cause. All I desire is your 

protection for my wife—^my hoy—^my brother- 

‘ Your brother has earned it already,’ said Edward, 
‘ Your child shall he as my own. But, oh ! can nought 
he done ? Hasten the surgeon hither! Cheer thee, 
Eeginald!—look up 1 0 ! woidd that Du Guesclin 

were free, the battle unfought, so that thou wert but 
safe, mine own dear brother-in-arms! ’ 

‘ Where is the Prince ? ’ called a voice from behind. 

‘ My Lord, my Lord, if you come not speedily, there 
will he foul slaughter made among the prisoners by 
your Spanish butcher—King I would say.’ 

‘ I come, I come, Chandos,’ answered Edward. ' Pare 
thee well, my brave Eeginald; and you, my new-made 
Knight, send tidings to my tent how it is with 
him.’ 

He pressed Eeginald’s hand, and sighing deeply, 
mounted his horse, and rode off with Sir John Chandos, 
leaving the wounded Knight to the care of his own 
followers. 
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SU George. The battle-cr}” of Englishmen in the Middle Age***. 

Tiphavie. The wife of Du Guesclin, who, according to Breton 
tradition, was endowed with magic power, and w'as able to 
foretell when he w’ould he successful or unfortunate in 
battle. Breton signifies ‘belonging to Brittany,’ 

Clowns. Common men. 

Malignity, Evil passion. 

Caitiff. Bascal. 

Curtal~axe. A short axe. 

St, Michael, St. Michael was held to be the Prince of the Order 
of Pnncipalities, which was one of the nine divisions of the 
Heavenly Host, When knighthood was conferred on an 
Englishman, the honour was bestoAved in the name of the 
Deity • of St. Michael, as being the chief of the Avarriors 
of Heaven; and of St. George, the patron saint of England. 

Dub. To confer a title, especially that of knighthood. 

Spurs so well camed. The Avearing of golden spurs AA^as one of 
the distinctiA^e marks of a knight. To ‘earn his spurs’ 
meant therefore that a man had behaved so gallantly in 
battle that he Avas Avorthy of knighthood. 

Leech. Doctor. 


OHAPTEE XI 

The stream of blood was flowing fast, life was ebbing 
away, and Sir Eeginald’s breath was failing, as Eustace, 
relieving Gaston from his weight, laid his head on his 
breast, and laved liis brow with water from tlie river. 
' You have done gallantly, my brave brother; I did 
wrong to doubt your spirit. Thanks be to God that 
I can die in peace, sm-e that Arthur has in you a true 
and loving guardian. You are young, Eustace, but 
my trust in you is firm. You will train him in all 

Christian and godly ways-’ 

^It shall be the most sacred charge of my life,’ 
said Eustace, scarcely able to speak. 



54 


THE LANCES OF LYNWOOD 


CHAP. 


‘ I know it/ said Reginald, and making an effort to 
raise his voice, he continued,' Bear witness, all of you, 
that I leave my son in the wardship of the King, and 
of my brother. Sir Eustace Lynwood. And,’ added he, 
earnestly, ‘ beware of Fulk Clarenham. Commend me 
to my sweet Eleanor; tell her she is the last, as the 
' first in my thoughts.’ Then, after a pause, ‘ Is Gaston 
here ? ’ 

> 

‘ Yes, Sir Eeginald,’ said Gaston, leaning over him, 
and pressing the hand which he feebly raised. 

‘ Gaston, farewell, and thanks to you for yom* true 
and loving service. Eustace will find wherewith to 
recompense you in some sort, in my chest at Bordeaux, 
•^ind my brave Lances likewise. And, Gaston, go not 
back to the courses and comrades whence I took you. 
On the word of a dying man, it wiU be better for you 
when you are in this case. Leonard, strive to be a true 
and In'ave man, though I may not fulfil yoim father’s 
trust. Eustace—^my eyes gi’ow dim—^is this you sup¬ 
porting m^^ad—are these your tears ? Weep not 
for me, brow|br. Save for my poor Eleanor, I would 
not have it ^herwise. Mercy is sm’e! Hold up the 
blessed rood^the sign of gi-ace—^}’’Ou are half a clerk, 
repeat me ,so^e holy psalm or prayer.’ 

,3ustaee i^ed the cross hilt of his sword, and with 
a broken voice, commenced the Miserere. Sii’ Keginald 
I at first followed it with his lips, but soon they ceased 
to move, his head sank back, his hand fell powerless, 
and with one long gasping breath his faithful and 
noble spirit departed. For several moments Eustace 
silently continued to hold the lifeless form in his 
arms, then raising the face, he imprinted an earnest 
kiss on the pale lips, laid the head reverently on the 
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ground, hung over it for a short space, and at last, 
with an effort, passed his hand over his face, and 
turned away. 

His first look was towards Gaston, who sat resting 
his head on his hand, his elbow supported on his knee, 
while with the other hand he dashed away his tears. 
His countenance was deathly pale, and drops of blood 
were fast falling from the deep gash in his side. ‘ 0 
Gaston!' exclaimed Eustace, with a feeling of self- 
reproach at having forgotten him, ‘ I fear you are 
badl)" wounded I' 

^ You would think little of it, had you seen more 
stricken fields, young Knight,’ said Gaston, attempting 
to smile; ' I am only spent with loss of blood. Bring 
me a draught of water, and I can ride back to the 
tent. But look to your prisoner, Sir Eustace.’ 

Eustace turned to see what had become of his illus¬ 
trious captive, and saw him at a little distance, speaking 
to a Knight on horseback. ' Sir Eustace,’ said Bertrand, 
stepping towards him," here is Sir William Beauchamp, 
sent by the Prince to inquire for your gallant brother, 
and to summon me to his tent. I leave you the 
more willingly that I think you have no mind for 
guests this evening. Farewell. I hope to be better 
acquainted.’ 

Eustace had little heart to answer, but he took up 
Du Guesclin’s sword, as if to return it to him. * Keep 
it. Sir Knight,’ said Bertrand," you know how to wield 
it. I am in some sort yom' godfather in chivalry, and 
I owe you a gift. Let me have yom's, that my side 
may not be without its wonted companion. Fai'ewell.’ 

"And, Sir Eustace Lynwood,’ said Sir William 
Beauchamp, riding up," you will advance to Havaretta, 
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where we take up our quartei’s in the French camp. 
I grieve for the loss which has befallen us this daj; 
but I trust om: chivaliy has gained an equallj’ worthy 
member.' 

Eustace bowed and, whilst Messire Bertrand moimted 
a horse that had been brought for liis use, turned back 
to his own melancholy duties. The body of Sir 
Eeginald was raised from the ground, and j^laced on 
the levelled lances of four of his men, and Eustace then 
assisted Gaston to rise. He tottered, leant heavily 
against the young Knight, and was obliged to submit 
to be lifted to the saddle; but neither pain, gi’ief, nor 
faintness could check his flow of talk. 

‘ Well, Eustace,—Sir Eustace, I would say,—^you 
have seen somewhat of the cliances of ^var.’ 

‘ The mischances you mean, Gaston.’ 

‘ I tell you, manj’- a man in this host would have 
given his whole kindred for such luck as has befallen 
you. To cross swords with Du Guesclin is honour 
enough. This cut will be a matter of boasting to my 
dying day; but, to take him prisoner-’ 

‘ Kay, that was no merit of mine. Had not the 
rest come up, my wars had soon been over, and I had 
been spared this grief.’ 

‘ I know what most youths would have done in your 
place, and been esteemed neA'er the worse. Dropped 
the pennon at that first rormd blow that brought you 
to your knee, and called for quarter. Poor pennon, I 
deemed it gone, and would have come to your aid, but 
before I could recover my feet the fight was over, and 
I am glad the glory is wholly yoiu’s. Knighted under 
a banner in a stricken field! It is a chance which 
befalls not one man in five hundred, and you in your 



XII 


57 


THE LAXCES OF LYNAVOOD 

first battle! But he heeds me not. He thinks only 
of his brother! Look up, Sir Eustace, *tis but the 
chance of ^Yar. Better die under sword and shield, 
than like a bed-ridden old woman: better die honoured 
and lamented, than worn out and forgotten. Still he 
has not a word! Yea, and I could weep too for com¬ 
pany, for never lived better Knight, nor one whom 
Squire had better cause to love 1 ’ 

JFhcmuith to recomjKnse you. Swi^e money with which to pay 
you. 

Courses. Hahits. 

The blessed rood. Tlie cro'ss. In an emergency, the cross-hilt or 
handle of a sword was often used in the place of a crucifix. 
Miserc7*e. The 51st Psalm. So called from its opening word 
in the Latin version. 

Messire, A title of honour—my lord. 

Round. Sturdy. 

Stricken field. A hard jbught j^ttle. 


OHAPTEE XII 

A BATTLE in the days of chivaliy was far less destruct¬ 
ive than those of modern times. The loss in both 
armies at Kavaretta did not amount to six hundred: 
and on Pedro’s side but four Knights had fallen, of 
whom Sir Eeginald Lynwood was the only Englishman. 

On the following day all the four were buried in 
solemn state, at the church of the village of Kavaretta, 
Sir Eustace following his brother’s bier, at the head of 
all the men-at-arms. 

On returning to his tent, Eustace found Gaston 
sitting on his couch, directing Guy, an old Poitevin, 
who had the blue crossletted pennon spread on the 
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ground before him. Eustace expressed his wonder. 
‘ What/ exclaimed Gaston, ‘ would I see my Knight 
Banneret, the youngest Knight in the army, with a 
paltry pennon ! A banneret are you, dubbed in open 
field, entitled to take precedence of all Kniglit Bachelors. 
Here, Leonard, bring that pennon to me, that I may 
see if it can be cut square.’ 

‘ Poor Eleanor’s pennon! ’ said Eustace, sadly. 

‘ Kay, what greater honour can it have than in 
becoming a banner ? I only grieve that this blood¬ 
stain, the noblest mark a banner can bear, is upon the 
swallow-tail. But what do I see? You, a belted 
Knight, in your plain Esquire’s helmet, and the blood¬ 
stained surcoat! Ay, and not even the gilded spurs! ’ 
he exclaimed, indignantly. ‘ Would that I had seen 
you depart! But it was Leonard’s fault. Why, man, 
knew you not your dut}’^ ? ’ 

‘ I am no Squire of Eustace Lynwood,’ said Ashton. 

‘ Every Squire is bound to serve the Knight in 
whose company he finds himself,’ said Gaston. 
‘ Know you not thus much of the laws of chivalry ? 
Come, bestir yourself, that he may be better provided 
in future. You must present yourself to the Prince 
to-morrow. Sir Eustace.’ 

‘ One of his Squii’es bade me to his presence,’ said 
the young Knight, ‘ but I must now write these heavy 
tidings to my poor sister, and I am going to Father 
AYaleran’s tent to seek parchment and ink.’ 

‘ And how send you the letter ? ’ 

‘ By the bearer of the Prince’s letters to the King. 
Sir Bichard Ferrars knows him, and will give them 
into his charge. So farewell, Gaston; keep quiet, and 
weary not yourself with my equipment.’ 
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With these -words he left the tent, and Gaston, 
shaking his head, and throwing himself hack on his 
deer-skins, exclaimed, ‘ Tender and true, brave., and 
loving! I know not what to make of Eustace Lyn¬ 
wood. His spirit is high as a Paladin’s of old,—of 
that I never doubted,—yet is his hand as deft at writ¬ 
ing as a clerk’s, and his heart as soft as a woman's. 
How he sighed and wept the livelong night, when he 
thought none could hear him! AVell, Sir Ecginald 
was a noble Knight, and is worthily mourned, but 
where is the youth who would not have been more 
uplifted at his own lionours, than downcast at his 
loss; and what new-made Knight ever neglected his 
accoutrements to write sad tidings to his sister-in- 
law ? But,’ he continued, rising again, ‘ Guy, bring 
me here the gilded spurs you will find yonder. The 
best vcere, I know, bui-ied with Sir Eeginald, and 
methought there was something amiss with one rowel 
of the other. So it is. Speed to the armourer, and 
bid him come promptly.’ 

‘ And lie you still on your couch meanwhile. Master 
Gaston,’ said Guy, ‘or there will soon be another 
Squire missing among the Lances of Lynwood.’ 

‘ I marvel at you, Gaston,’ said Leonard, looldng up 
from a pasty, which he was devoming with double 
relish, to make up for past privations ,—‘ I marvel that 
you should thus weaiy yourself, with your fresh wound, 
and all for nought.’ 

‘ Call you our brave young banneret nought ? 
Shame on thee! All England should be proud of biru, 
much more his friend and companion.’ 

‘ I wish Eustace Lynwood well with aU my heart,’ 
said Leonard, ‘ but I see not why he is to be honoured 
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above all others. Yourself, Gaston, so much older, so 
perfect in all exerci.sos, you who fought witli this 
I’litiM^imau too, of whom they make so much,—the 
I’rince might as well have kniglited you, as Eustace, 
wlio would have been down in another moment had 
not I made in to the rescue. Methinks if I had been 
the I’rince, I would have im^uired u 2 ion whom knight- 
Iniod woiUd .sit the best.’ 

'And tlie choice would have been the .same,’ .said 
Gaston. ‘ Not only was Sir Eustace the caiJtor of 
Messirc Bertrand, whereas my luck was quite other¬ 
wise; but what would kniglithood have availed the 
wandering, landless foreigner, as you courteously term 
me, save to lit me for the leadership of a band of 
free lances, and unlit me for the office of an Esquire, 
which I do understand indifferentlv well.’ 

‘ Is it not the same with him ? ’ cried Leonard. 
‘ He does not own a jialm’s breadth of land, and for 
gold, all he will ever jjossess is on those broken spurs 
of his brother’s.’ 

‘Listen to me, Leonard,’ said Gaston. ‘Bich or 
jioor. Sir Eustace is the only lit leader of the Lances 
till the little boj' is of age, but tliis he could not be 
without knightly rank. Even in this camjiaign, when 
I might have taken the command, I being disabled for 
the present, it must have devolved on him, who might 
not have been so readily obeyed.’ 

‘ No, indeed,’ said Leonard. ' Strange that the 
touch of the Prince’s sword should make so great a 
. difference between him and me.’ 

‘ If it was the touch of the Prince’s sword that did 
so,’ said Gaston. 

‘What else?’ sharply retorted Leonard. ‘Not 
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height nor strength ! His hand and arm might belong 
to a girl,—I could crush it in niy grasp/ So saying, 
he extended a huge, liard, red palm. 

' Ay ?' said Gaston; ‘ I should like to see ^Yhether 
that great paw would have won Du Guescliu’s sword/ 

'T tell you flatly,' proceeded Ashton, i'T might 
follow Sir Eeginald, since ho was a man of substance, 
honoimed in our country, and my father meant to 
oblige and do him grace by placing me witli him.' 

' Grace !' repeated Gaston. 

"But,' continued Ashton, angiily, ‘as to ser^dng ' 
Eustace, the clerk, no older than myself, half a head 
shortei’, and a mere landless upstart, that my father’s 
son shall never do!' 

‘ Say you so ?' said Gaston. ‘ I recommend you 
not to do so quite so loud, or perchance the landless 
upstart might hand your father's son over to the 
Provost Marshal, for preaching disaffection to his 
men. And, in good time, here comes the Master 
Armourer.' 

Poitevin. A native of Poitou. 

Paltry. Insignificant. 

Pennon. A knight was entitled to bear^a pennon or long flag 
with a swallow-tail, blazoned ^vitt! his arms ; but a knight 
banneret, i.e. one knighted on the fleld of battle, bore 
instead a square flag or banner. 

Talce precedence of. Go before. 

Heavy tidings. Sad news. 

Paladin. The name given to the famous knights of the 
Emperor Charles the Great 

AccoutremenU. - The dress properly belonging to his rank. 

Bowel. The small movable part of a spur. 

Pasty. A large pie. 

Privations. Want of food. 

Disaffection, Bebellion. 



62 


THE LAKTCES OF LYITWOOD 


CHAP. 


CHAP TEE XIII 

The rest of the day was spent by Caston in the 
arrangement of the equipments, so important in his 
estimation, and scarcely another word was spoken save 
on the choice of hehn and shield, and the adaptation 
of crests and hlazoniy. The next point for considera¬ 
tion was the disposal of the prisoners taken bj” the 
Lances of Lynwood in the early part of the battle. 
Two were Squires, the other four, rough-looking men- 
at-arms, who protested that they could not pay one 
penny towards their ransom. Eustace liberated them, 
and was greatly inclined to do the same by the 
Squires; but Gaston assured him it would be doing 
wrong to the Prince’s cause to set the rogues free 
without taking some good Erench crowns from them, 
and therefore, permitting him to name what ransom 
he thought fit, he retm-ned to them' their horses, and 
dismissed them to collect the sum. 

Early the next morning, Gaston had the satisfac¬ 
tion of beholding his young banneret arrayed in 
knightly guise, the golden spm’s on his heels, Du 
Guesclin’s sword side, and his white mantle 

flung over his jmouJd^^%J^onard was summoned to 
accompany him, but he 

an absolutem’efusal and utter disclall^r of all duty 
to Sir Eust^, that Gfaston began to reproach him 
vehemently. \ 

' Xever min^ Gaston,’ said Eustace: ‘ j'ou never 
mend matters wit^him in that way, I shall do very 
well alone.’ \ 

'So you shall n^r go,’ said Gaston, rising; 'I 
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will go myself, I have been longing to see you re¬ 
ceived by the Prince. AVliere is my sword ? ’ 

'Ifay, Gaston,’ said Eustace, ‘that must not be. 
See how the hot sunbeams lie across that hill between 
us and the Prince’s tent. You must not waste your 
strength if it is true that we are to joiu'nej’’ to Bm'gos 
to-day.’ 

‘ It shows how new yoiu- chivalry is, that you make 
BO much of a mere scratch,’ said Gaston, hastily com¬ 
mencing his preparations; ‘ Guy, go you and saddle 
my horse.’ 

‘ No, do not touch the horse,’ said Eustace. ‘ You 
deny it in vain, Gaston; your face betrays that you 
do not move without pain. I learnt some leech-craft 
among my clerkly accomplishments, and you had 
better take care that you do not have the benefit. 
Leonard, since it is the only way to quiet him, I order 
you to mount.’ 

Leonard himg his head, and obeyed. They rode 
towards the ^dUage of Najara, where Eustace found 
the Prince entering the chm'ch, to hear morning mass. 
Giving his horse to John Ingram, he followed among 
the other Knights who thronged the little building. 

The service at an end, he rg^^ed more than one 
kind greeting from his brother’s friends, and one of 
them. Sir Eichard Perrars, a fine old man, whose iron- 
gray locks contrasted with his ruddy complexion, led 
him forward to present him to the Prince of Wales. 

‘Welcome! om* new-made KnightJ said Edward. 
‘Brave comrades, I present to yqn the youngest 
brother of om* order, trusting you toU not envy him 
for having borne off the fairest ro^e of om* chaplet of 
• Navaretta.’ 
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Bertrand du Guesclin, who stood among the throng 
of nobles aroiuid the Prince, was the first to come for¬ 
ward and shake Eustace by the hand, saying with a 
laugh, ‘ Nay, my Lord, tliis is the first time the ugliest 
Knight in France has been called by such a name. 
However, yoimg Sir, may you win and wear many 
anotlier.’ 

‘ That scarcely may be a sincere wish, Hessiin 
Bertrand,’ said the Dulce of Lancaster, ‘unless you 
mean roses of love instead of roses of war. And 
trulj”, with his face, and the fame he owes to you, 
methinks he will not find oiu’ damsels at Bordeaux 
very hard of heart. See, he blushes, as if we had 
guessed his very thought.’ 

‘ Truly, my Lord John,’ said old Sir John Chandos, 
sternly, ‘ a man may well blush to hear a son of King 
Edward talk as if such trifling were the reward of 
knighthood. His face and his fame forsooth 1 as if 
he were not already in sufficient danger of being 
cockered up, like some other striplings on whom it 
has pleased his Highness to confer knighthood for as 
mere a chance as this.’ 

‘ You have coloured his cheek in good earnest,’ said 
the Duke. ‘ Consider, Chandos, tliis is no time to 
damii his spirit.’ 

‘ It were a spirit scarce worth fostering, if it is to 
be damped by a little breath of the lips one way or 
the other,’ said Sir John, moving off, and adding, when 
out of Eustace’s hearing, ‘ A lilcely lad enough had he 
been under his brother’s training, but they will spoil 
him, and I will have no hand in it.’ 

Eustace had been accustomed to hold the warrior 
in such veneration, that he felt considerably hurt and 
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mortified at the want of welcome which contrasted with 
the kindness of the rest; and he could hardly recover 
his self-possession sufficiently to inquire the pleasure 
of the Prince with regard to his brother’s troop. 

^ Take the command yourself/ said Edward. ‘ You 
surely have some Esquire or man-at-arms who can 
supply your own want of experience.’ 

' My brother’s Squire is well learned in chivalry, 
my Lord/ said Eustace," and I will do my best, with 
his aid, to fulfil my trust.’ 

' It is well/ said Edward. ‘ The lances of Lyn¬ 
wood are too well trained easily to forget their duty, 
and I fear not but that you wiU do well. How old is 
your brother’s young heir ?' 

‘ Eight years, my Lord.’ 

^ We wiU soon have him at Bordeaux,’ said 
Edward, ^ that he may grow up with my boys in the 
same friendship as their fathers. And now/ added he, 
turning from Eustace to the assembled nobles around 
him, ‘ let us part, and prepare for oiu- farther journey. 
In an hour’s time the bugles shall summon you to 
depart for Burgos.’ 

The Prince waU^ed away towards his tent, and 
Eustace looked round for his horse, which he saw at 
no great distance with Ingram, but Leonard Ashton 
was nowhere in sight. Eustace mounted, and rode 
towards his own tent, desiring the yeoman to seek 
Ashton out, and inform him of the order for depai'tiu'e, 
while he himself proceeded slowly, musing, with 
feelings of considerable disappointment and vexation, 
on the reception he had met from Sir John Chandos, 
' the man in the whole camp whose good opinion he 
would have most valued. " This is folly,’ thought he. 
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however, rousing himself after a minute or two of 
such meditations. 'What said the good old Baron 
hut what I know full well myself, that I am far 
from meriting my new honours ? On whom does it 
depend, hut myself, to win his praise ? And by our 
Lady’s grace, I will make him confess at last, that, 
young as I am, I can show that I deserve my spurs. 
What, ho! Ingram, where is Master Anhton ? ’ 

‘Where you wiU little like to hear of him. Sir 
Knight,’ said the yeoman, galloping up on his tall 
Flemish horse. ‘ At the wine-shop, yonder, in the 
village, with that ill-favoured, one-eyed Squire that 
you wot of. I called him as you desired, and all that 
I got for an answer was, that he would come at his 
own time, and not at your bidding.’ 

‘ Said he so ? the ungracious, headstrong fellow! ’ 
said Eustace, looking back wistfully. ‘ And what to 
do! To ride back myseK might be the iheans of 
getting the whole troop late iii starting, and dis¬ 
orderly—^yet, to leave him! ’ Eustace looked at John 
Ingram’s comely and stolid face, and then almost smiled 
at himself for seeking counsel from him. ‘ Bide you 
on, John,’ said he; ‘tell Master Gaston of the order to 
depart—^let aU be in readiness by the time 1 return.’ 

Rwnsohn. Money paid by a prisoner of war to the man who had 
captured him, in order to regain freedom. 

Leech-craft. The science of medicine. 

Th&'fairest rose of our chaplet. The greatest prize of the battle. 

A chapUl is a wreath of flowers. 

Cockered up. Pampfered and spoiled. 

Burgos. The cajfltal city of Old Castile, famous for its magni- 
flcpnt cathedral. 

TFot of. Know of. 

Stolid. Heavy j unintelligent. 
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CHAPTER XIV 

TuiixiNG his liorsG quickly, Eustace rode liack to the 
village; All was liaste and confusion tliere—horses 
'were being led forth and saddled, pages, grooms, and 
nieii-at-arius huiaying to^and fro—bugles somiding 
—everything in the luisLk? inedden t to iininediate 
departure. He could only make his way tlirough the 
press slowly, and witli difficulty, which ill suited with 
his impatience and pggjkiiiiA; In frpnt of a low 
white cottage, with a wooden balcony oversprciid with 
vines, there was a still closer press, and loud vehement* 
voices, as of disiDutaiits, were heiird, while the A'arious 
men-at-arms crowded in so closely to see the fmy, if 
such it were, as to be almost regardless of the horse, 
which Eustace was pressing forward upon them. 

He looked over theii* heads for Leonard, ljut in 
vain. He thought of retreat, but foiuid himself 
entangled in the throng. At that moment, a cry was 
heard, ^ The Provost Marshal! ’ The crowd suddenly, 
he knew not how, seemed to melt away from around 
him, in difierent directions, and he foimd liimself left, 
on horseback, in the midst of the little village green, 
amongst scattered groups of disreputable - looking 
yeomen, archers, and grooms, who were maldng what 
speed they could to depart, as from the other, side the 
Provost, the archers of the guard, and Sir John 
Chandos entered upon the scene. 

^ Ha! " “What is all this ? Whom have we here ?' 
exclaimed the old Baron. " Sir Eustace Lynwood! 
By my life, a fail* commencement for youi* dainty 
young knighthood T 
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' On my w^ord, my Lord Chandos/ said Eusi/ace, 
colouring deeply, ‘ I am no loiterer here; I came hut 
to seek my Squire, Leonard Ashton, and found myself, 
entangled in the crowd.' 

‘ Ay, ay! I understand,’ said Chandos, without 
listening to him; ‘ I see how it will he. Off to your 
troop instantly, Master Xnight, I suppose they are 
all seeking Squires in the, wine-shops! ’ 

* You do me wrong, my Lord,’ said Eustace, ' but 
you shall be obeyed.’ 

The bugles liad already sounded before he reached 
his own quarters, where he found that, thanks to 
Oaston, all was right. The tent had been taken down 
and packed on the baggage-mules, the men were 
mounted, and drawn up in full array, with his banner 
floating above their heads; and Gaston himself was 
only waiting his appearance to inomit a stout mule, 
which Martin, the horse-boy, was leading up and 
down. 

‘ This is well Thanks, good Gaston,’ said Eustace, 
with a sigh of relief, as he took off his hea\w helmet, 
which had become much heated during his hasty ride 
in the hot sun. 

' ITo news of the truant ? ’ asked Gaston. ‘ Wlio 
but you would have thought of going after him ? 
Well did I know you would never prosper without me 
at your elbow.’ 

__ Eustace smiled, but he was too much heated and 
vexed to give a very cheerful assent. He had only 
time to load the baggage-mule with his armoim, and 
mount a small pony, before the signal for the march 
was given, and all set forth. Early in the year as it 
was, the sun already possessed great force, and the dry. 
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rocky soil of Castile reflected his beams, so that, long 
before noon, it seemed to Eustace almost as if their 
. march lay through an oven. E'er were his perplexities * 
by any means at an end; the thirst, occasioned by the 
heat was excessive, and at every AdUage through 
Avhich they passed, the men called loudly for liquor; 
but the hot, fiery Sj)anish wine was, as Eustace had 
ah'eady been cautioi^l, only fit to increase the evil, i 
by inflaming their blood. f o 

It Avas Holy Week, Avhich was to him a reason 
for rehninmg entu-ely, contenting himself Avith a ' 
drink of Avater, Avhen it coidd be procmed, Avhich, 
howcA'er, Avas but i-arely. He Avould w illin gly have 
■ persuaded his men to do the same, but re monstran ce 
Avas almost Avithout effect, and his dry Ups refused to 
utter a prgliihition, which woidd have been esteemed '• 
at once cruel and uni-easonable. In his persuasions to 
Gaston, he Avas, hoAveA'er, more in earnest, representing 
to him that he Avas increasing the fever of his Avoimd; 
birt the Squire AA'as perfectly im practicab le. At first, 
he answered in his usual gay, careless manner, that 
the scratch Avas nothing, and that, be Avhat it might, 
he had as soon die of a woimd as of thirst; but as the 
day Avore on, it seemed as if the Avhole nature of the 
man Avere becoming changed. 

Sometimes he Avas boiaterouslyloud,sometimes sullen 
and silent; and Avhen Eustace, miAvearied, r eiterate d 
his argmuents, he repUed to him, not only Avith com¬ 
plete Avant of the d eferenc e he Avas usually so ^ 
scrupulous in paying to his dignity, but Avith rude 
and scurril taimts and jests on his youth, his clerkly 
education, and his inexperience. Eustace’s patience 
Avoidd scarcely liaA'e held out, but that he perceived 
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that Gaston was hy no means master of liimself, and 
he saw in liis flushed brow, and bloodshot eye, reason 
to fear for the future effect of the ])resent excess. 
There was suppressed laughter among the anen at 
some of his sallies. Witliout being positively in dis¬ 
order, the troop did not display the well-arrayed 
aspect which, had always hitherto distinguislied the 
Lances of Lynwood; and poor^^is^ice, wearied and 
worn out, lus right-hand man failing him, dispirited 
by Chandos’s reproach, and feeling all the cares of the 
world on his shoulders, had serious thoughts of going 
to the Prince, and resigning the coinma^<i for which 
he was unfit. 

At last he beheld the Cathedral of Biu’gos rising 
in the midst of the Moorish fortifications of the town, 
and, luilting his men under the shade of a few trees, 
he rode on in search of the marshals of the camp, and 
as soon as the open space for his tents had been 
assigned, he retiuned to see them raised. Gaston, who 
had of late become more silent, was lifted from his 
mule, and assisted into the tent, where he was laid on 
his couch; and soon after, Eustace was relieved from 
liis anxiety on Leonard Ashton’s account, by his 
appearance. He came stiunbling in without one word 
of apology, only declaring himself as weary as a dog, 
and, throwing himself down on a deer-skin on his own 
side of the tent, was fast asleep in another minute. 

Press. Crowd. 

ProMlition, A. declaration forbidding some action. 

Scuirih Abusive. 

Sallies. Quaint sayings. 

Moorish fortificatmis. Many of the cities of Spain had been 
fortified by the Moow during their possession of the country. 
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CnAPTER XV 

Leonard Ashton was avrakened tlie next morning by 
'he light of the rising sun slretTining in where the 
curtain of tlie tent had been raised to admit the fresh, 
de\Ny morning air. The sunlieams fell on the hair 
and face of Eustace as he leant over G.aston, ^Yllo lay 
stretched on his couch, and faintly spoke: ‘ I tell you 
it is jnore. Such fever as tliis would not l)e caused 
by tliis trifling cut. There is sickness abroad in the 
cjinip, and why shoidil it not be my turn as well as 
another man’s. Take ca]‘e of j^ourself, Sir Eustace.’ 

Xo sooner did Leonard understand the sense of 
these words, than he sprang up, rushed out of the 
tent, and never rested till he thouglit liimself at a safe 
distance, wlieii he shouted to Eustace to come to him. 

'lias lie got this fever on him ?’ exclaimed he, as 
Eustace approached. 

‘ He is veiy ill at ease,’ replied Eustace, ' but to 
my mind it is causeicl by yesterday’s fatigue and heat, 
added to the wine .which lie would drink.’ 

' It is the fever, I say,’ replied Ashton; ' I am 
sure it is. Come away, Eustace, or we shall all be 
infected.’ 

‘ I cannot leave him,’ said Eustace. 

‘VHiat? You do not mean to peril 3 "ourself by 
going near him ? ’ said Ashton, 

'I think not that there is peril in so doing,’ 
answered Eustace; 'and even if there were, I could 
not leave him in sickness, after all his kindness to me 
and patience with my inexperience.’ 

'He is no'brother nor cousin to'us,’ said Leonard. 
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‘ I see not why we should endanger our lives for a 
stranger. I will not, for my own part; and, as your 
old friend and comrade, I would entreat you not.’ 

These were kinder words than Eustace had heard 
from Ashton since the beginning of his jealousy, and 
he answered, as he thought they were meant, in a 
friendly tone, ' Thanks, Leonard, but I cannot look on 
Gaston as a stranger; and had I fewer causes for- 
attachment to him, I could not leave my post.’ 

‘ Only you do not expect me to do the same,’ said 
Leonard; 'm}’’ father sent me here to gain honour 
and wealth, not to be poisoned with the breath of a 
man in a fever.’ 

‘Assuredly not,’ said Eustace. 'I will arrange 
matters so that you shall no longer sleep in our tent. 
But let me ask of you, Leonard, what was the meaning 
of your conduct of yesterday ? ’ 

‘ You may ask yoiu'self,’ said Leonard, sullenly; ‘ it 
is plain enough, methinks.’ 

‘ Have a care, Leonard. Eemember that my 
brother’s authority is given to me /|^ , 

‘ Much good may it do you,’*MTO ■ Leonard; ‘ but 
that is nothing to me. I am no wassal of yours, to 
come at your call. I have my own friends, and am 
not going to stay in this i nfecte d part of the camp 
with men who keep a fever among them. Give me 
but my sword and mantle from the tent, and I will 
trouble you no more.’ 

‘ Wait, Leonard, I will take aU measures for your 
safety; but remember that I am answerable to the 
prince for my brother’s followers.’ 

‘ Answer for your own serfs,’ retorted Leonard, 
who had nearly succeeded in working himself into a 
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psc^ion. ‘ !My faUior might be willing to grace f'ir 
Ih'ginald by letting me follow him, but by bis death 
I am my own man, and not to move at yoiu’ beck a nd 
call, because the Prince laid bis sword on your 
•'boulder. Knave Jasper,’ be called to fine of the men- 
at-arms, ‘ bring my sword and cloak from the tent; I 
enter it no more.’ 

*^1 know not bow far you may be bound to jne," 
said Eustace, ' and must inquire from some elder 
Knight, but I fear that your breaking from mo may 
be attended with evil effects to your name ajid fame.’ 

Leonard bad put on bis cloogcd^cxjwgsion, and 
would not listen. He bad already set bis mind on 
joining the One-Eyed Basque, and leaving the .‘jcrvice 
which bis own ejivious temper rendered galling; and 
the panic excited in bis mind by Gaston’s illness 
determined liini to depart without loss of timeJ^ or 
listening to the representations which be could not 
answer. He tiu'ned his back on Eustace, and busied 
himself with the fastenings of bis sword, which bad 
by this time been brought to him. Even yet Eustace 
was not relgl^l. ' One more bint, Leonard. From 
what I am told, there is more peril to the health in 
revelr y than in the neighbourhood of poor Gaston. 
If you will quit one who wishes you well, take heed 
to your waj's.’ 

Still the discourteous Squire mtide no reply, and 
walked off in all the dignity of ill-buraour. The 
young Knight, who really had a warm feeling of 
affection for hiin,. stootl^ooking after him with a sigh, 
and then retiu-ned to his jiatieut, whom he found in 
an uneasy sleej). After a few moments’ consideration, 
he summoned old^-fuy take the part of nurse,'and 



I’llK LANCES OF LYNWOOD 


CHAV. 


7i 

wrtllccrl to U)p l(;nt (if Sir iJicliai-d ]‘Vrrar55, lo ask liis 
couns(>l. 

GuUiwj. Unbearable. 


CHAPTEE XVI 

The old Knight, who was standing at the door of his 
tent, exajnining into .'soino Jinrt wliicli liis steed ])ad 
received the day before, kindly and c ordia lly gi’eeted 
Eustace on liis apjiroach. ‘ I am glad you are not 
above taking advice,’ he .said, ‘ as many a youth might 
be after such fre.sh honours.’ 

‘ I feel but too glad to find some one who will 
bestow advice on me,’ said Eustace; and he proceeded 
to explain his difticulties with regard to Leonard 
Ashton. 

‘ lAit him go 1 and a good riddance,’ said Sir 
Eiehard; ‘ half j^om* cares go with him.’ 

‘ Yet I am unwilling not to attempt to hinder my 
old comrade from running to ruin.’ 

‘ You have quite enough on your own hands 
already,’ said the old Knight; ‘ he would do far more 
harm in your troop than out of it, and try your 
l»atience every hour.' 

' He is my old playfellow,’ said Eustace, still 
dissatisfied. 

‘More shame for him,’ said Sir Eiehard; ‘waste 
not another thought on so c ross-pj ained a slip, Avho, 
as I have already feared, might prove a stumbling- 
block to you, so young in command as you are. Let 
him get sick of his cho.sen a ssociate s, and no better 
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liap can befall him. And for yourself, what, .shall yon 
do with this sick Squire ? ’ 

‘ innat can I do, sa^'e to give tlie lie.st attendance 
I may ? ’ 

‘ Nay, I am not the man to gjyjisay it. ’Tis no 

more than yon ought. And yet-’ He . sm-veye d the 

young Knight’s slender form and s hghtl y moulded 
limbs, his cheeks pale with watching and the opnres s- 
^e heat of the night, and the hcJi^y appearance of the 
ej’elids that shaded his dark blue, thoughtful eyes. 
‘ Is your health good, yoimg man ? ’ 

‘ As good as that of other men,’ siiid Eustace. 

' Men !' said Sir Eichard; ‘ boys, you mean ! But 
be a man, since you will, only take as good care of 
yourself as consists with duty. I had rather have 
you safe than a dozen of these black-'^sagad Gascons.’ 

Eustace further waited to mention to Sir Eichard 
his untoward encounter with Sir John Chandos, and 
to beg him to explain it to the old Baron. 

'I will,’ said Sir Eichard; ‘and don’t talce old 
Chandos’s uncouitliiifiss too much to heart, young 
Eustace. He means you no ill. Do your duty, and 
he will own it in time.’ 

Eustace thanked the old Knight, and with spirits 
somewhat cheered, returned to his tent, there to 
deA’^ote himself to the service of his sick Squire. The 
report that the fever was in his tent made most 
jiersons willing to a^mid him, and he met with little 
interruption in his cares. Of Leonard, all that he 
heard was fro n^n ^ man -at-arms. Avho made his appear¬ 
ance in his tent to demand Master Ashton’s arms, 
horse, and other property, he having entered the 
service of Sir William Felton; and Eustace was too 



76 


THE LANCES or LYNWOOD 


CJtAI*. 


much ongagpfl with Ijik owii cfin-s In iiinlco fiirllier 
inquiry nftov him. 

For !i ilay or Iwo rinstou’s fever ran very hij,'h, and 
just wlion its violence was heoinning lo diminish, a 
fresh access was, (occasioned liy tlie jourmw from 
Ihiroos to Valladolid, whither he was carried in a 
litter, wlum the, army, hy J’odro’s de.siro, marched 
thither to awaii his promised subsidy. The unwholo- 
.some climate was of most pernicious eflect to the 
whole of the I'hiolish army, and in e.special to the 
lllack Prince, who there laid the foundation of the 
disorder which d(\str()yed his health. AVcelc after 
week pas.scd on, each adding heat to the summer, and 
increasing tlic long roll of sick and dying in the camp, 
while Claslon still lay, laitguritj' a nd feeble by day, and 
fevered by night; there were other patients among 
the men-at-arms, requiring scarcely le.ss care; and 
the young Knight himself, though, owing to his tem¬ 
perate habiks, ho had cscai^ed the prevailing sicknes.s, 
was looking thin and careworn with the numerous 
troubles and anxieties that were pressing on him. 

Still ho had actually lost not one of his men, and 
after the first week or two, began to have more con¬ 
fidence in himself, and to feel his idace as their 
commander more than he would have done had 
Caston been able to a.ssist him. At last his trusty 
Squire began slowly to recover, though nightly 
returns of fever still kept him very weak. 

‘ The I’yrenean breezes would make me another 
man,’ said he, one evening, when Eustace had heljied 
him to the front of the tent, where he might enjoy 
the coolness which begun to succeed to the sultry heat 
of the day. 
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'I lie.!!’/said Eustace, ‘ that we are to ret uni ns 
soon as the rrincc can he moved. He is weary of 
waiting till this dog of a Spaniard will perform his 
contract.’ 

* Ey my faith,’ said Gaston, ‘ I believe tlie butcherly 
rogue means to cancel his delits by the death of all 
his creditors. I would give my sliare of the pay, 
were it twenty times more, forgone gust of the 
mountain air of my own hills.' 

‘ ‘l^Hiich way lies your home, Gaston ? ’ asked 
Eustace. ‘ Near the pass by which we crossed ? ’ 

* No; more to the west. Sly home, call you it ? 
You W'ould marvel to see what it is now. A shattered, 
fire-.scathed keep; the wolf’s den in earnest, it may 
be. It is aU that is left of the Castle.’ 

‘ How ? ’ e.vclaimed Eustace. ' Wiat brought this 
desolation ? ’ 

‘ Heard you never my story?’ said Gaston. ‘Mayhap 
not. You are fresh in the camp, and it is no recent 
news, nor do men question much whence their comrades 
come. Well, our family Avas always noted for coinage, 
and my father, Baron Beranger, not a whit behind his 
ancestors. He called himself a liegeman of England, 
because England was farthest off, and least likely to 
give him any ti'ouble, and made war with all his 
neighbours in his own fashion. Bare was the prey 
tliat the old Black Wolf of the Pyrenees was wont to 
bring up to his lair, and right meriy were the feastings 
there.’ 

Untaivanl. Unfortunate. 

OiMi it. Acknowledge it. 

Valladolid. A city of SiJiiin, in Leon, T.00 miles norlli-west 
of Madrid. 
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Litter. A portable bed. 

Subsidy. The money that Pedro liad promised to pa}’ to the 
English for their aid. 

Pemicioits. Evil. 

Butcherly roync. AIcrcile«R ; bloodthirsty. 

Not a whit. Not one atom. 

Lair. Den. Here means fortres.s. 


CHAPTEPt XYTI 

‘ Well do I remember hotv my father and brotliers 
used to sound their horns as a token tliat they did 
not come emptj’-handed, tincl then, panting up tlie 
steep path, would come a rich nierchant, whose ransom 
filled our pm-ses half a j’ear after, or a Knight, whose 

glittering armour made him a double ijrize, or-’ 

‘ Wliat! you were actually-’ 

‘ Freebooters,’ answered Gaston, composedly. ‘ Yes, 
my fiither was the terror of all around, and little was 
the chance that aught would ]}m-sue him to his den. 
So there I grew up, as well beseemed the cub of such 
a wolf, racing through the old halls at my Avill.’ 

‘ Your mother ? ’ asked Eustace. 

‘ Ah! poor lady! I remember her not. She died 
when I was a babe, and all I know of her was from 
an old hag, the only woman in the Castle, to Avhom 
the charge of me Avas left. My mother AA'as a noble 
Kavarrese damsel AA’hom iny father saw at a tourjiey, 
seized, and bore aAvay as she was returning from the 
festival. Poor lady! our grim Castle must haA^e been 
a sad exchange from her green A^alleys—find the more, 
that they say that she Avas soon to haA’’e AA’^edded the 
Loi'd of Montagudo, the Auctor of that said tourney. 
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The Montagudos had iisrm ui^rr Jiw«.l ever after, and 
lu}' father always lookecl like a thimderstonn if tlieir 
name was spoken. Thej^^saj' she used to wander on 
the old battlements like a ghost, ever growing thinner 
and whiter, and scarce seemed to joy even in her 
babes, but would only weep over them. That angered 
the Black Wolf, and there were el uding s which made 
matters little better, till at last the^oor lady pined 
away, and died while I was still an infant/ 

* A sad tale,' said .Eustace. 

'Ay! 1 used to weej) at it, wlien the old crone 
who niu'sed me woidd tell it over as I sat by her side 
ill the evening. See, here is a holy relic that iny 
mother wore round her neck, and my muse hung 
roimd mine. It has never been parted from me. So 
I grew up to the years of pagehood, which came early 
with me, and forth 1 went on nij'' first foiay witii the 
rest of them. But as we rode joyously home with oui’ 
prey before us, a band of full a hunched and fifty 
men-at-ai‘ms set on us in the forest. Our brave 
thirty—down they went on all sides. I remember 
the tumult, the heavy mace uplifted, and my father's 
shield thrust over me. I can well-nigh hear his 
voice, saying, " Flinch not, Gaston, my brave wolf- 
cub ! ” But then came a fall, man and horse together, 
and I went down stimned, and knew no more till a 
voice over me said, " That whelp is stirring—another 
swordthrust I ” But another replied, “ He bears her 
featiues, I cannot slay him.” ' 

' It was your mother's lover ?' 

' Montagudo ? Even so; and I was about to beg 
for mercy, but, at my first movement, the other 
fellow's sword struck me back senseless once more, and 
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when I recovered inyy-iis', oil was still, and the moon¬ 
light showed me whef’e I was. And a fair scene to 
wak^Vfo 1 A score of dark shapes hung on the trees 
—oiir^KUsty men-at-arms—and my own head was 
resting Vn my d?ad father’s hreast. Us they had 
spared from hanging—our gentle hlood did us that 
service; but my lather and niy three brethren all 
were stone dead.’ 

‘ And ymu-self, Gaston ? ’ 

‘ I was not so badly wounded but that 1 could 
soon rise to my feet—but where should I go ? I 
turned towards the Castle, but I saw flames bimsting 
from every window. I was weak and wounded, and 
sank down, bleeding and bewailing, till my senses left 
me; and I should have died, but for two Benedictines 
journeying for the service of their Convent. The 
good brethren were in fear for their bags in going 
through the Black Wolf’s country, but they had pity 
on me; they brought me to myself, and when they 
had heard my tale, they turned aside to give 
Christian burial to my father and brothers. They 
were holy men, those monks, and, for their sakes, I 
have spared the cowl ever since. Thej’' tended me 
nearly as well as you 'Inrt’^c^done, and brought me to 
their Convent, where they would fain have made a 
monk of me; bxit the wolf was too strong in me, and, 
ere a month was passed, I had been so refractoiy a 
pupil, that the}’’ were right glad to open the Convent 
gates. I walked forth to seek my fortune, without a 
penny, with nothing but the sword I had taken from 
my father’s hand, and borne with me, much against 
the good men’s will. I meant to seek seiudce -with 
any one who would avenge me. One night I slept on 
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the liillsiclc, one clay I faster!, the next I fell in with 
a troop. I had scon the leader in iny father’s eom- 
heard my tale, saw me .i stroii'r, spirited 
lucl'J and knew I would be no discredit to his free 
lances. So he took me as liis page, and thence— 
but the tale would be long—I became what you see 
me.’ 

‘ And you have never seen your own Castle again ' ’ 

* But once. Tliey laughed when T called on them 
to revenge me, and bade me bide my time till I met 
Montagudo in battle. As to my heritage, there was 
no hope for that. Once, when 1 had just left his 
troop, and times were hard with me, I took my horse 
and rode to Albricorte, but there was nought but the 
bare mountain, and the walls black with fire. There 
Avas, indeed, a wretched shepherd and his wife, who 
trembled and looked dismayed when they found that 
one of the Albricortes still lived; but I could get 
nothing from them, unless I had taken a sheep before 
me 'on the saddle; so I rode off again to seek some 
fresh service, and, by good hap, lit on Sir Keginald 
just as old Harwood was dead. All I have from my 
father is my name, my shield, and an arm that I trust 
has disgraced neither,’ 

‘ No, indeed. Yours is a strange histoiy, Gaston; 
BUcli as we dream not of in our peaeefvd land. Home¬ 
less, friendless, I know not how you can be thus gay 
spirited ? ’ 

‘ A light heart finds its way through the world the 
easiest,’ said Gaston, smiling. ‘ I have nothing to lose, 
and no sorrows to waste time on. But are you not 
going forth this cool evening. Sir Eustace? you 
spoke of seeking fresh tidings of the Prince.’ 
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Eustace accordingly wallved forth, attended by Ids 

yeoman, J.ohn Ingi-am; -but all lie could learn was, 

that Edward bad sent a remonstrance to the King of 

Castiltf on the delay of the subsidy. 

. Fri<;'l/6o(ers. Robbers. 

ds mil hescaned. ' As was most suitable. 

Tortmey. A meeting held for the e.\ercise of knigbtlj' games. 

Crone. A verj' old woman. 

JIelic7 Something preserved as a memorial or remembrance. .. 

Foray. Plundering expedition. 

Mace. A heavy club, with a head made of iron, and studded 
with spikes. 

TFhcIp. Tlie young of a wild animal. Here was applied to 
Gaston. ’ • 

.'Bcncdiclinee. Jlonks of the Order of St. Benedict, founded by 
the Saint himself in 529. Sfost of the monasteries in the ' 
west of Europe belonged to this order. 

I hare spared the coxrl. ■ I have been merciful to all men belong¬ 
ing to religious orders, i.e. to all who wore the cowl, or 
hood of a monk’s garment. 

Woxtid fain have. Thej' were inclined to. 

Tlefraclorij. Unruly. 


CHAPTER XVIII 

As Eustace was returning, his attention was caught 
by repeated gi-oans, which proceeded from a wretched 
'little hovel almost level with the earth. ' Hark! ’ 
said lie to Ingram, a tall, stout man-at-arms from the 
L)-nwood estate. ‘ Didst thou not hear a groaning ? ’ 

‘ Some of “the Castilians, Sh'. To think that the 
brutes should be content to live in holes not fit for, 
swine ! ’ • - . • ' 

'But inethought it was an English tongue. Listen, 
John!’ . 

G 
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And in truth Enj^lish ejaculiitions mingled witli 
tlie moans: ‘To Si. dosei>]i of Glaslojilmry,a .sljrine of 
silver! Blcs.sed I..{uly of Tannfon, a .silver candle- 
.stick ! Oil I St. Dnn.stan ! ’ 

Eustace douhted no longer; and .stooping down 
and entering the hut, he Iicheld, as well as tlie dark¬ 
ness would allow him, I/ionard Ashton him.self, 
stretched on some mouldy rushes, and so much altered, 
that he could scarcely have been I'ecognised as the 
sturdy, ruddy youth who had quitted the Lances of 
Lynwood but five weeks liefore. 

‘ Eustace! Eustace! ’ lie exclaimed, as the Itice of 
liis late companion appeared. ‘ Can it be you ? Have 
the .saints .sent you to my succour ? ’ 

‘ It is T, m 3 '.self, Leonard,' replied Eustace: ‘ and 1 

hope to aid you. How is it-’ 

‘ Let me feel j^our hand, that T maj’- he sure _you 
are flesh and Idood,’ cried Ashton, raising him.self and 
grasping IDustace’s hand between his own, which burnt 
like fire; then, lowering his voice to a whisper of 
horror, ‘ She is a witch ! ’ 

‘ Who?’ asked lilustace, making the sign of the Cross. 
Leonard pointed to a kind of partition which 
crossed the hut, liej'ond which Eustace could perceive 
an old hag-like woman, bending over a cauldron which 
was placed on tlie lire. Having made this effort, he 
sank back, hiding his face with his cloak, and 
trembling in eveiy limb. A thrill of di.smay passed 
over the Knight, and the giant, John Ingi-ain,-stood 
shaking like an aspen, jjale as death, and crossing 
himself perpetually. ‘ Oh, take me from this place, 
Eustace,’ rejieated Leonard, ‘ or I am a dead man, both 
body and soul I ’ 
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‘ But how came you here, Leonard ? ’ 

‘ I fell sick some three daj’s since, and — and, 
fearing infection. Sir William Felton hade me he 
carried from his lodgings; the robbers, his men-at- 
arms, stripped me of all I possessed, and brought me 
to this dog-hole, to the care of this old hag. Oh, 
Eustace, I have heard her mutter her prayers back¬ 
wards ; and last night—oh! last night! at the dead 
hoiu-, there came in pi-ocessiou—of that I would take 
my oath—seven black cats, each holding a torch with 
a blue tiame, and danced around me, till one laid his 
paw upon my breast, and grew and grew, with its 
naming eyes fixed on me, till it was as big as an ox, 
and the weight was intolerable, the while her spells 
were over me, and I could not open my lips to say so 
much as an Ave Mary. At last, the cold dew broke 
out on my brow, and I shoidd have been dead in 
another instant, when I contrived to make the sign of 
the Gross, whereat they all whirled wildly round, and 
I fell—oh! I fell miles and miles downwards, till at 
last I found myself, at morning’s light, with the 
hateful old witch casting water in my face. Oh, 
Eustace, take me aw'ay! ’ 

Such were the times, that Eustace Lynwood, wdth 
all his cool sense and mental cidtivation, believed 
implicitly poor Leonard’s delirious fancy—black cats 
and all; and the glances he cast at the poor old 
Spaniard were scarcely less fuU of terror and abhor¬ 
rence, as he promised Leonard, wdioin he now regarded 
only in the light of his old comrade, that he should, 
without loss of time, he conveyed to his own 
tent. 

' But go not—leave me 


not,’ implored Leonard, 




‘Seven Wack cats danced around mo.*—Page 85, 
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dinging fast to him, almost like a diild to its urn so, 
with a hand which was now cold as marble. 

' Xo; ] will remain,' said Eustace; ' and you, 
Ingi’ain, liasteii to bring foiu* of the men with the 
litter in w'hich Master Gaston came from Burgos. 
Hasten, you/ 

Tngmm, with his eyes dilated with horror, appeared 
but toa^i^oiis to (piit this den, yet lingered. ^ 1 
p here, Sir Knight.' 

thanks, John,' replied the youth; ‘ but 
Iain 1 must, and 'will. As a Christian man, I defy 
tlie foul fiend and all his followers!' 

John departed. Xever was Leonard so inclined to 
rejoice either in his friend's clerkly education, or in 
his knighthood, wliicli 'was then so much regarded as 
u holy thing, that the presence of one whose entrance 
into the order was so recent was deemed a protection. 
The old woman, a kind-hearted creature in the main, 
though certainly forbidding-looking in her jioverty 
and ugliness, was rejoiced to see her patient visited 
by a friend. She came towards them, addi'essing 
Eustace with what he took for a spell, though, had 
he understood Spanish, he would have found it a fine 
flowing compliment. Leonard shranlc closer to him, 
and pressed his hand faster, and he, again crossing 
himself, gave utterance to a charm. SiDanish, especially 
old Castilian, had likeness enough to Latin for' the 
poor old woman to recognise its purport; she poured 
out a voluble indication, which the two young men 
believed to be an attempt at further bewitching them. 

Eustace, finding his Latin the worse for wear, had 
lecoiu-se to aU the strange rhymes, or exorcisms, 
English, Erench, or Latin, with which his memory 
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supplied him. Thanks to these, tlie sorceress was 
kept at Ijay, and the spirits of his terrified com¬ 
panion were sustained till the arrival of all the 
Lances of Lynwood, headed by Gaston himself, upon 
his mule, in the utmost anxiety for his Knight, look¬ 
ing as gaunt and spg^j^l as tlic nha n to ns they 
dreaded. He Idessed the saints whcm Eustace came 
forth safe and sound, and smiled and head 

with an arch look when Leonard was cai:^^H|^^hiha 
his never-failing good-natime prevented h ^HW IBB 
ing a word which might savour of reproaeli whetrwB 
saw to what a condition the poor youth was reduced. 
As four stout men-at-arms took up the litter, the old 
woman, coming forth to her threshold, uttered some¬ 
thing which his knowledge of the tongues of Southern 
France enabled him to interpret into a vindication of 
her character, and a request for a reward for her care 
of the sick Englishman. 

‘ Throw her a gold piece. Sir Eustace, or she may 
cast at you an evil eye. There, you old hag,’ he added, 

‘ take that, and thank your stars that ’tis not with a 
fire that yoiu’ tender care, as you call it, is requited.’ 


fit. Joseph of Glastonhwnj. The famous Abbey of Glastonbury 
was held to have been founded by Joseph of Arimathrea, 
Avho was said to have come over to Britain after the cruci¬ 
fixion of our Lord. 

Shrine of silver. Leonard means that if he recovers from his 
sickness by the aid of Saint Joseph, he will jiresent a 
shrine of silver as a thank-offering to the Abbey Church at 
Glastonbury. 

Lady of Taunton. The Virgin was the patron saint of tlie 
religious foundation at Taunton. 

Ht. Bunstan. The most famous archbishop of Cantei’bury in 
Anglo-Saxon times; regarded as a saint during the 
Middle Ages. For many years Abbot of Glastonbury. 
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Partilion. A division put up to make one room into i\\ o. 
Catthhon, A large saucepan or stewpan. 

A tree with curiously trembling leaves. 

Arc Mary. The name given by Homan Csitholica to a fmm ot 
address to the Virgin Mary. Taken from the fust two 
words of the Latin version of Gabriel’s f-alutatioii to Mary. 
Suth v'crc the times. Suj)ei'stition was so rife through the 
Middle Age<», that even the Aviscst men believed imi)licitly 
in the most monstrous things. 

IHinous. Wandering in mind from sickness. 

Prayers and sayings intended to drive out evil 

spirits. 

^avoar of rqjroach.* Might seem to imply any reproach. 


CHAPTER XIX 

The lueii-at-arins inedilatecl clucking the witch after 
their own English fashion, hut it was gro\ving late 
and dark, and the Knight. gave^strict orders^that they 
should keep together in their progress to their own 
tents. Here Leonard was deposited on the couch 
which Gaston insisted on giving up to him; hut his 
change of residence appeared to he of little advantage, 
for the camj) was scarce quiet for the night, before he 
shrieked out that the hlack cats were there. Neither 
Eustace nor Gaston could see them, hut that was only 
a proof that they were not imder the power of the 
enchantment, and John Ingram was quite sure that 
he had not only seen the sparkle of their fiery eyes, 
hut ^ihlt the scratch of their talons, which struck him 
to the ground, with his foot caught in the rope of the 
tent, while he was walking about with his eyes shut. 

The scratch was actually on his face the next 
morning, and he set put at the head of half the 
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Lances of Lynwood to find the poor old woman, and 
visit her with condign pimishiuent; ljut she was not 
forthcoming, and they were obliged to content them¬ 
selves with burning her house, assisted by a host of 
idlers. In the- meantime. Sir Eustace had called in 
the aid of the clergj'; the chaplains of the camp came 
in procession, sprinkled the patient’s bed with holy 
water, and uttered an exorcism, but without availing 
to prevent a third visit from the enemy. After this, 
however, Leonard’s fever began to abate, and he cease* 
to be haunted. ^ 

He h ad loe en v erv-J ll; and, thoroughly alarmed, he 
thought himself dying, and bitterly did he repent of 
the headstrong insubordination and jealousy which 
had led him to quit his best and only friend. He 
had not, indeed, the refinement of feeling which would 
have made Eustace’s generosity his greatest reproach; 
he climg to him as his support, and received his 
attentions almost as a right; birt still he was sensible 
that he had acted like a fool, and that such friend¬ 
ship was not to be thrown away; and when he began 
to recover he showed himself subdued, to a certain 
degree grateful, and decidedly less sullen and more 
amenable to authority. 

In the meantime, the Prince of Wales fomrd him¬ 
self sufficiently recovered to luidertake to return to 
Aquitaine, and, weary of the treacherous delays and 
flagi’ant crimes of his ally, he resolved to quit this 
fatal land of Castile. 

There was a general cry of joy throughout the 
camp when orders were given that the tents should 
be struck and the army begin its march in the early 
coolness of the next moiming; and, without fm’ther 
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advcntiu'c, t-Iie Black Prince led Iiis weakened and re¬ 
duced forces over the Pyrenees back into France. Ib*re 
they wex’C again dispersed, as the war was at an end, 
and the young Sir Eustace Lynwood received high 
coiiiineiiclation from the Prince, and even from Chandos 
himself, for being able to show his brother’s band as 
complete in numbers and discipline as on the day 
when it Avas given into his charge. 

' This,’ as Chandos said, ‘ was a service wiiich really 
showed him worthy of his spiu*s, if he would but con¬ 
tinue in the good com-se/ 

The peace with Fmnce, however, prevented the 
Prince from being desirous of keeinng ui5 the Lances 
of Ljmwood, and he therefore offered to take their 
young leader into his own troop of Knights, who 
were maintained at his own table, and formed a part 
of his state; and so distinguished was this body, that 
no higher favour could have been offered. Edward 
likewise paid to Sir Eustace a considerable siun as 
the purchase of his illustrious captive, and this, to¬ 
gether with the ransoms of the two other prisoners, 
enabled him to reward the faithful men-at-arms, some 
of whom took servdee with other Knights, and othei'S 
retmmed to England. Leonard Ashton having no 
pleasant reminiscences of his first campaign, and hav¬ 
ing been stripped of all his property by his chosen 
associates, was desirous of returning to his father; and 
Eustace, after restoring his equipments to something 
befitting an Esquire of property, and liberally supply¬ 
ing him with the expenses of his journey, bade him 
an affectionate farewell, and saw him depart, not with¬ 
out satisfaction at no longer feeling himself account¬ 
able for his conduct. 
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‘ There he goes/ said Gastou, ‘ niul I should like to 
hear the tales lie will amaze the good Somersetshire 
folk with. I trow he will make them believe that he 
took Du Guescliii himself, and that the Prince knighted 
you by mistake.’ 

‘ His tale of the witclies will be .something mon¬ 
strous/ said Eustace; ‘ but still, methinks he is much 
the better for his expedition: far less crabbed in 
temper, and less clownish in manner.s.’ 

‘ Ay/ said Gaston, ‘ if he were never to be under 
any other guidance than yours, I think the tough 
ash-bough might be moulded into something less un¬ 
shapely. You have a calmness and a temper such as 
he cannot withstand, nor I imderstand. ’Tis not want 
of spirit, but it is that you never seem to take or see 
what is meant for affront. I shoidd think it tameness 
in any other.’ 

‘ Well, poor fellow, I wish ho may prosper/ said 
Eustace. ‘ But now, Gaston, to bur own affairs. Let 
us see what remains of the gold.’ 

‘ Ah! your bounty to our friend there has drawn 
deeply on oiu' piu'se/ said Gaston. 

‘ It shall not be the worse for 3^11, Gaston, for I 
had set aside these thirt}’' golden crowns for )’’ou before 
I broke upon niy own store. It is not such a recom¬ 
pense as Eeginald or I myself would have wished after 
such loving and faithful service; but gold may never 
recomj)ense truth.’ 

‘ As for recompense/ said Gaston, ‘ I should be by 
a long score the debtor if we came to that. If it had 
not been for Sir Keginald, I shoidd be b}’- this time a 
reckless freebooter, without a hope in this world or 
the next; if it had not been for you, these bones of 
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iiiiue would long since have been picked by iiiy cousins, 
tlie Spanish wolves. But let the gold tarry in yum- 
keeping: it were better King Edward s good crowns 
should not be, after all else that has been, in my 
hands.’ 

‘But, Gaston, you will need fitting out for the 
service of Sir William Beauchamp.’ 

‘ What! What mean j^oii, Sir Eustace ? ’ cried 
Gaston. ‘AMiat have 1 done that you should dis¬ 
miss me from your followers ^ ’ 

‘ Nay, kind Gaston, it were shame that so finished 
a Squii'e should be bound down by my poverty to be 
the sole follower of a banner which will never again 
be displayed at the head of such a band as the Lances 
of Lynwood.’ 

‘No, Sii* Eustace, I leave you not. Eecall yoim 
brother’s words, “ Go not back to old Avays and com- 
i-ades,” quoth he; and if you cast me off, what else is 
left for me ? for having once served a banneret, no 
other shall have my service. Where else should I 
find one who would care a feather whether I am dead 
or alive ? So there it ends—^put up your pieces, or 
rather, give me one wherewith to purvey a new bridle 
for my steed, for the present is far from worthy of his 
name.’ 

Accordingly, the Gascon Squire still remained 
attached to Eustace’s service, while the trusty English¬ 
man, John Ingram, performed the more menial offices. 
Time sped away at the court of Bordeaux; the gallant 
Du Guesclin was restored to liberty, after twice paying 
away his ransom for the deliverance of his less re¬ 
nowned brethren in captivity, and King Henry, re¬ 
turning to .Castile, 'was once more crowned by the 
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inhabitants. His brother Pedro, attempting to assassi¬ 
nate liim, fell by his hand, and all the consequences 
of the English expedition were undone—all, save the 
wasting disease that preyed on England’s heir, and the 
desolation at the orphaned hearth of Lynwood Keep. 

Condign. Well-deserved. 

Amenable. Subject to jurisdiction. 

Flagrant. Glaring. 

Commendation. Praise. 

Affront, Insult. 

Steed. Horse. 


CHAPTER XX 

Two years had passed since the fight of Xavaretta, 
when Sir Eustace Lynwood received, by the hand of a 
Knight, newly arrived from England, a letter from 
Father Cyril, praying him to retimi home as soon as 
possible, since his sister-in-law. Dame Eleanor, was 
very sick, and desired to see him iqDon matters on 
which more could not be disclosed by letter. 

Easily obtaining permission to leave Bordeaux, he 
travelled safely through France, and crossing from 
Brittany, at length found himself once more in 
Somersetshire. It was late, and fast growing dark, 
when he rode through Bruton; but, eager to arrive, 
he pushed on, though twilight had fast faded into 
night, and heavy clouds, laden with brief but violent 
showers, were drifting across the face of the moon. 
On they rode, in silence, save for Gaston’s execrations 
of the English climate, and the plashing of the hox'ses’ 
feet in the miry tracks, along which, in many places, 
the water was rushing iu torrents. 
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At length they were descending the long, low hill, 
or rather undulation, leading to the wooded vale nf 
Lynwood, and the briglit liglits of the Keep began tn 
gleam like stars in the darkne.'^s—stars indeed to the 
eager eyes of the j'onng Knight, who gazed upon 
them long and affectionately, as he felt liiinself once 
more at home. ' I wonder,’ said he, " to see the light 
strongest towards tlie east end of tlic Castle ! I knew 
not that the altar lights in tlic chapel could l)c seen 
so far ! ’ Then riding on more quickly, and approach¬ 
ing moiu nearly, he soon lost sight of them lichind 
the walls, and descending the last little rising gi’ound, 
the lofty mass of building rose huge and black before 
him. 

He wound his bugle and rode towards the gate, but 
at the moment he expected to cross the drawbridge 
his horee suddenly backed, and lie perceived that it 
was raised. " This is some strange chance! ’ said he, 
renewing the summons, but in vain, for the echoes of 
the siuTounding woods were the only reply. ' Ealph 
must indeed be deaf! ’ said he. 

' Let him be stone deaf,’ said Gaston; * he is not 
the sole inhabitant of the Castle. Try them again. 
Sir Eustace.’ 

' Hark!—methoiight I heard the opening of the 
hall door ! ’ said Eustace. ' No! AAHiat can liave be¬ 
fallen them ?' 

' My teeth are chattering with cold,’ said Gaston, 
‘ and the horses will be ruined with standing still in 
the di'iving rain. Ccannot we betake ourselves to tlie 
^'illage hostel, and in the morning reproach them with 
their churlishness ? ’ 

^ I must be certified that there is nothing amiss,’ 
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said Sir Eustace, spriii"in" from In's saddle; ‘ I can 
cross the moat on one of tlie supports of llie bridge.’ 

‘ Have with yoti then, Sir Kniglit,’ .said Gaston, 
also leaping to tlie gi’onnd, while Eustace cautiously 
advanced along the narrow frame of wood on which 
the drawbridge had rested, slippery with the wet, and 
rendered still more perilous by the darkncs.s. Gaston 
followed, balancing himself with some difliculty, and at 
last they safely reached the other side. Eustace tried 
the heavy gates, but found them fastened on the inside 
with a ponderous wooden bar. ‘ jMost strange ! ’ 
muttered he; ‘ yet, eome on, Gaston, 1 can find an 
entrance, unless old lialph be more on the .alei’t than 
I expect.’ 

Creeping along between the walls and the inoat, 
till they had reached the oppo.site side of the Keep, 
Eustace stopped at a low doorway; a slight click was 
heard, as of a latch j’ielding to his hand, the door 
opened, and he led the way up a stone staircase in the 
thickness of the wall, waiaiing his follower now and 
then of a broken step. After a long steep ascent, Gas¬ 
ton heard another door open, and tliough still in total 
dai-kness, perceived that they had gained a wider .space. 

‘ The passage from the hall to the chapel,’ whi.sjjered 
the Knight, and feeling by the wall, the}’ ci’cpt along, 
until a buzz of voices reached their ear.s, and light*', 
gleamed beneath a heavy dark curtain wliicli clo.sed 
the pas.sage. Pausing for an instant, tlicy licard a 
voice tremulous with fear and eageiaie.ss; ‘ It was 
himself! tall plume, bright armour! th(! A'cry cimslct 
on his lu’oast could be .seen in the moonlight! Oh ! 
it was Sir ]i<*ginald himself, and the wild young 
French Sipiire that fell witli him in Spain!’ 
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Bruton. A town in SomersetsTiire. 

Exrcrations. Abiiee. 

IVouml his hugle. Sounded liis Imgle. 

Hostel. Inn. 

CcrtifieiL Be assured. 


CHAPTER XXI 

Theke was a suppressed exclamation of horror, and a 
sound of crowding together, and at that moment, 
Eustace, drawing aside tlie curtain, advanced into the 
light, and was greeted by a frightful shriek, which 
ma<le him at first repent of having alarmed his sister, 
but the next glance showed him that ]ier place was 
empty, and a thrill of dismay made liim stand speech¬ 
less and motionless, as lie perceived that the curtain 
he grasped was black, and the hall completely hung 
witli the same coloiu\ 

The servants remained huddled in terror round 
the hearth, and the pause was first broken by a fair¬ 
faced ])oy, who, brealdng from the trembling circle, 
came forward, and, in a quivering tone, said, ‘ Sir, are 
you my father’s spirit ? ’ 

Gaston's laugh came strangelj^’ on the scene, but 
Eustiice, bending down, ancW^olding out his hand, 
said, ' I am your Uncle Eifehice, Arthiu*. '\^^lere is 
vour mother ?' 

Ai'Umr, with a wiki ciy of joy, sprung to his neck, 
anti hid liis face on his shoulder; and at the same 
moment old Ealph, with uplifted hands, cried, 'Bless¬ 
ing on the saints that my young Lord is safe, and 
that mine eyes luive seen you once again.’ 

‘ But where, oh! wlierc is my sister ? ’ again 
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demanded Eiistaco, as his eye met that of Father Cyx’il, 
who, summoned hy the screams of the seiTants, liad 
just entered tlie hall, 

‘ Mj' son,’ replied the good leather, solemnly, ‘ yo^’ 
sister is where the wicked may trouble her no moit 
It is three days since she dej)arted from this world oP 
sorrow.’ ^ 

* Oh, had she but lived to see this day,’ said Ealg^ 
Penrose,' her cares would have been over! ’ 

‘ Her prayers are answered,’ ‘said Father Cyril. 
‘ Come with me, my son Eustace, if you would take a 
last look of her who loved and trusted you so well.’ 

Eustace followed him to the chamber where the 
Lad}’’ Eleanor Lynwood lay extended on her bed. 
Her features were pinched and sharpened, and bore 
traces of her long, wasting sufferings, but they still 
looked lovely, though awful in their perfect calmness. 
Eustace knelt and recited the accustomed prayers, 
and then stood gazing on the serene face, with 
a fidl heart, and gathering tears in his eyes, for 
he had loved the gentle Eleanor with the trusting 
affection of a younger bj-other. He thought of that 
joyous time, the finst brilliant day of his lonely child¬ 
hood, when the gay bridal cavalcade came sweeping 
down the hill, and he, |uilf in pleasure, half in shjmess, 
was led forth by his niother to greet the fair young 
bride of his brother. How had .she brightened the dull 
old Keep, and given, as it were, a Jiew existence to him¬ 
self, a dreamy, solitary boy—how patiently and affec¬ 
tionately had .she tended his mother, and how ])lca.sant 
were the long evenings when she had unwearily 
listened to his beloved romance.s, and his vi.sions of 
.surpa.ssiug achievements of his own ! Ko wonder that 
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lie ^Yept fol- her as a brother would weep for an elder 
sister. 

Father Cyril, well pleased to perceive tliat the 
liudl^ tenderness of his heart was still untouched 
by his intercourse with the world, let him gaze on 
for some time in silence, then laying his hand on his 
arm^ said, ‘ She is in peace. Mourn not that her 
sori^YS are at an end, her tears wiped away, but pre¬ 
pare to fulfil lier last wishes, those jn-ayers, in answer 
to which, as I fully believe, the saints have sent you 
at the very moment of greatest need.’ 

‘ Her last wishes ? ’ said Eustace. ‘ They shall be 
fulfilled to the utmost as long as I have life or breath ! 
Oh ! had I but come in time to hear them from her¬ 
self, and give her my own pledge.’ 

‘ Grieve not that her trust was not brought down 
to aught of earth,’ said Father Cyril. ‘ She trusted 
in Heaven, and died in the sime belief that her child 
would be guarded; and lo, his protector is come, if, as 
I well believe, my son Eustace, you are not changed 
from the boy who bade ns farewell three years ago.’ 

‘ If I am changed, it is not in my love for home, 
and for all wlio dwell there,’ said Eustace, ' or rather, 
I love them better than before. Little did I dream 
what a meeting awaited me ! ’ Again there was a long 
pause, which Eustace at length broke by saying, 
‘ What is the need you spoke of ? What danger do 
you fear ? ’ 

‘ This is no scene for dwelling on the evil deeds 
of wicked men otherwise than to pray for them,’ 
said the Priest; ‘ but retimi with me to the hall, and 
■you shall hear.’ 

Eustace lingered a few moments longer, before, 
11 
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heaving a deep sigh, he returned to the hall, where he 
found Gaston and Ingram, just come in from attending 
to the horses, and Ealph luinying the servants in 
setting out an ample meal for the travellers. ^ 

‘ Mj’ good old friend,’ said Eustace, holding out his 
hand as he entered, ‘ I have not greeted you aright. 
You must throw the blame on the tidings that ^ook 
from me all other thought, Ealphfor never was ^lere 
face which I was more rejoiced to see.’ 

‘ It was the blame of oiu- own reception of you. Sir 
Eustace,’ said old Peimose. ‘ I could tear my hair to 
think that you should have met with no better wel¬ 
come than barred gates and owlet shrieks; but did 3*011 
but know how wildly 3’'our bugle-blast rose upon our 
ear, while we sat over the fire well-nigli distmuglit 
witli sorrow, you would not marvel that we deemed 
that the spirit of our good Knight might be borne 
uijon the moaning wind’ 

‘ Yet,’ said Arthur’, ‘ I knew tire note, and would 
liave gone to the turret window, but that Mistress 
Cicel}* held me fast; and when tire}* sent Joeel3*n to 
look, the cowardly knave brought back the tale which 
)'ou broke short.’ 

‘ Boast not. Master Ai’thur,’ said Gaston; ‘ you 
believed in our ghostship as full}* as any of tliem.’ 

‘But met us manfull)*,’ said Eustace. ‘But wh}* 
all these precautions ? Why the drawbridge raised ? 
That could scarce be against a ghost.’ 

‘ Alas! Sir Eustace, there are bodih* foes abroad • ’ 
said Ealph. ‘ B)* )’our leave, blaster Gaston,’ as 
Gaston was about to assist his Knight in unfastening 
his armour, ‘ none sliall la}* a liand near Sir Eustace 
"but m3'self on this first niglit of his return : tlianks lie 
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to St. Dmistan that he has come! ’ Eustace stood 
ijaTientlj’ for several minutes while the old man 
fumhled witli his armour, and presently came the ex¬ 
clamation, ‘A plague on these new-fangled clasps 
which a man cannot undo for his life! *Twaa this low 
c-ni^elet that was the death of good Sir Keginald. 
1 always said that no good would come of these 
faslrions I ’ 

Huddled, Standing confusedly. 

Qnivtring, Trembling. 

The accuseotned prayers. The prayers appointed by the Boman 
Catholic Church to be said over the dead. 

Carnlmde. A ])roces^ion on horseback. 

Avghf. Any thing. 

Lo i Eeliold- 
Anaht. Properly. 

ra iryh t, Di ‘^tracted. 


CHAPTEE XXII 

In process of time, Eustace was disencumbered of his 
lieavy armour: but w^hen he stood before him in his 
plain dress of chamois leather, old Ealph shook his 
head, disappointed that he had not attained the 
licight or the breadth of the stalwart figimes of his 
father and brother, but was still sliglit and delicate- 
looking. Tlie golden spurs and the sword of Du 
Guesclin, however, rejoiced the old man’s heart, and 
toucliing them almost reverentially, he placed the 
hirge arm-chair at the head of the table, and began 
eagerly to imite him to eat. 

Eustace was too sorrowful and too anxious to be 
inclined for food, and long ))efore liis followers liad 
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liuishecl their meal, ho turned from the table, and 
asked for an accoimt of what had heftillen in his 
absence; for there was at that time no more idea of 
privacy in conversation than such as was afforded by 
the comparative seclusion of the party round the 
heartli, consisting of the Knight, liis arm around his 
little nephew, who Avas leaning fondly against him; 
of Pather Cyril, of Gaston, and old Ealph, in his 
wonted nook, his elbow on his knee, and his chin on 
his hand, feasting his eyes Avith the features of his 
beloved pupil. In ansAver to the query, ‘ Who is the 
enemy you fear ? ’ there Avas but one ansAver, given in 
different tones, ‘ The Lord de Clarenham ! ’ 

‘ Ha ! ’ cried Eustace, ‘ it Avas justly then that your 
father, Arthur, bade me bcAvare of him Avhen he 
committed you to my charge on the battle-field of 
Navaretta.’ 

‘ Did he so ? ’ exclaimed Father Cyril. ‘ Did he 
commit the boy to your guardianship ? Formally 
and before Avitnesses ? ’ 

‘ I can testify to it, good Father,’ said Gaston. 

‘ Ay ! and you, Ingram, must have been Avithin hearing 
—to say nothing of Du Guesclin.’ 

‘ And Leonard Ashton,’ said Ingram. 

‘ It is Avell,’ said Father Cyril; ‘ he Avill be here 
to-morroAv to be confronted Avith Clarenham. It is 
the personal Avardship that is of chief importance, and 
dwelt most on my Lady’s mind.’ 

‘ Clarenham lays claim then to the guardianship ? ’ 
asked Evistace. 

Father Cyril proceeded Avith a narrative, the 
substance of Avhich Avas as foUoAvs:—Simon de 
Clarenham, as lias been mentioned, had obtained from 
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King Edwanl, in the days of the ijower of Isabel and 
]\Ioi'timer, a grant of the manor of Lynwood, but on 
the fall of the wicked Queen, the rightful owner had 
])een reinstated, without, however’, any formal revoca¬ 
tion of the unjust grrmt. Knowing it would cost but 
a word of Sir Keginald to obtain its recall, both 
Simon and Kulk de Clarenham had done their best to 
make him forget its existence; but no sooner tUd the 
news of his death reach England, than FuUc began to 
take an advantage of the weakness of his heir. 

He sent a summons for the dues paid by 
vassals to their Lord on a new succession, and on 
Eleanor’s intlignant refusal, followed it up by a fiu'ther 
claim to the wardship of the person of Arthur himself, 
both in right of his alleged feudal superiority, and as 
the next of kin who was of full age. Again was his 
demand refused, and shortly after Lady Lynwood’s 
alarms were brought to a height by an attempt on his 
part to waylay her son and carry him off by force, 
whilst riding in the neighboiu-hood of the Castle. 
The plot had foiled, by the fidelity of the villagers of 
Lynwood, but the shock to the lady had increased the 
progress of the decay of her health, abeady under¬ 
mined by grief. She never again trusted her son 
beyond the Castle walls; she trembled whenever he 
was out of her sight, and many an horn’ did she spend 
Imeeling before the altar in the chapel. On her 
brother-in-law. Sir Eustace, her chief hope was fixed; 
on him she depended for brmging Ai'thur’s case 
before the King, and, above all, for protecting him 
from the attacks of the enemy of his family, rendered 
so much more dangerous by his relationship. She 
did not believe that actual violence to Arthur’s person 
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was inteiuled, hut Fulk’s liouse had of late heeoine 
such ail abode of iiiisnile, that his luother and sister 
had hceu obliged to leave it for a CoiiA’cnt, and the 
tales of the lawlessness which there prevailed were 
.such that she would have dreaded nothin'r more for 
her son than a residence there, even if Fulk had no 
interest in oppressing him. 

That ICustace should return to take charge of his 
nephew before her death was her chief earthly wish, 
and when she ibund herself rapidly sinking, and the 
hope of its fulhlmcnt lessening, she obtained a promise 
from Imther Cvril that he would conduct the hov to 
the Abbey of Glastonbury, and there obtain from the 
Abbot protection for him until his uncle shoidd 
return, or the machinations of Fulk be defeated by an 
appeal to the King. 

This was accordingly Father Cyril’s intention. It 
was unavoidable that Fulk, the near kinsman of the 
deceased, should be present at the funeral, but Father 
Cyril had intended to keep Arthur within the sanctuary 
of the chapel until he could depart under the care of 
twelve monks of Glastonbury, who were coming in 
the stead of their Abbot—he being, unfortunately, 
indisposed. Sir Philip Ashton had likewise been 
invited, in the hope that his presence might prove a 
check upon Clarenham. 

Privacy, "Withdrawal from comi)auy. 

Query. Question. 

Wardship. The guardianship of tenant or vassal during his 
minority, undertaken by his feudal lord. 

An abode of misrule. A house where decency and proper 
behaviour were despised and neglected. 

Machinations. Evil schemes. 
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CHAPTEE XXIII 

"With the fii'st dawn of morning, the chapel bell 
began to toll, and was replied to bj' the deeper sound 
of the bell of the parish cliiu'ch. Soon the court 
began to be filled with the neighboimng villagers, 
with beggars, palmers, mendicant friars of all orders, 
pressing to the buttery-hatch, where they received 
tlie dole of bread, meat, and ale, from the hands of 
tlie pantler, mider the direction of the almoner of 
Glastonbury, who requested their prayers for the soul 
of the noble Sir Eeginald Lynwood, and Dame Eleanor 
of Clarenham, his wife. The peasantry of Lynwood, and 
the beggars, whose roimds brought them regularly to 
the Keep of Lj’nwood, and who had often experienced 
the boimty of the departed lady, replied with tears 
and blessings, Tliere were not wanting the usual 
though incougi-uous accompaniments of such a scene— 
the jugglers and moxmtebanks, who were playing their 
tricks in one corner. 

Within the hall, all was in sad, sober, and solemn 
array, contrasting with the motley concomrse in the 
coiu-t. Little Ai-tlurr, dressed in black, stood by the 
side of his imcle, to receive the greetings of his 
yeoman x'assals, as they came in, one by one, with 
clownish coiwtesy, but hearty respect and affection, 
and great satisfaction at the unexpected aixpearance of 
the yoimg Knight. 

Xext came in long file, moimted on their sleek 
mules, the twelve monks of Glastonbury, whom the 
Knight and his nephew reverently received at the 
door, and conducted across the haU to the chapel, where 



106 


Tllli: LANCES or LYNWOOD 


CHAP. 


the parish priest, Father Cyril, and some of the 
ueiglilioiiring clergy had been chanting psalms since 
morning light. On the way Sir Eustace held some 
conference with the chief, Erolher Michael, who had 
come prepared to .assist in conveying Arthnr, if possible, 
to Glastonbury, but was veiy glad to find that the 
Knight was able to take upon himself the charge ol’ 
his nephew, without embroiling the Abbey with so 
formidable an enemy as Lord de Clarenham. 

The next arrival was Sir Philip Ashton and his 
son, who could hardly believe their eyes when Eustace 
met them. Leonard’s manner was .at first cordial; 
but presently, apparently cheeked by some sudden 
recollection, he drew back, and stood in sheepish 
emharrassmeni, fumbling witli liis dagger, while Sir 
Philip was lavishing compliments on Eustace, who was 
rejoiced when the sound of horses made it necessary to 
go and meet Lord de Clarenham at the door. Arthur 
looked up in Sir Fulk’s fiice, with a look in which 
curiosity and defiance were expressed; while Fulk, on 
his side, w.as ready to grind his teeth with vexation at 
the unexpected sight of the only m.an who could inter¬ 
fere with Iris projects. Then he glanced at his own 
numerous and well-appointed retinue, compared them 
with the small number of the Lynwood vassals, and 
with another look at his adversary’s youthful and 
gentle appearance, he became reassmed, and returned 
his salutations with haughty ceremony. 

The whole company moved in solemn procession 
towards the chapel, where the mass and requiem were 
chanted, and the corpse of the Lady Ele.auor, inclosed 
in a stone coffin, was lowered to its resting-place, in 
the vault of her husband’s ancestors. 
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Ifc ivils p;isL noon ivheii the l);mqiiet Wtis .sproad in 
the hall; a higher table on the dais for the principal 
guests, and two long ones below for the retainers and 
yeomanry, the latter of whom were armed with dagger, 
short sword, or quarter-staff. 

Sir Philip Ashton and Brother Michael were chiefly 
at the expense of the conversation, Eustace meanwhile 
doing the houoiu's with grave courtesy, taking care to 
keep his nephew by his side. There was no one who 
did not feel as if on the eve of a storm; but all was 
grave and decorous; and at length Brother Michael 
and the monks of Glastonbury, rejoicing that they, at 
least, had escaped a turmoil, took their leave, mounted 
their mules, and rode ofl', in all correctness of civility 
toward the house of Lynwood, which, as Eustace could 
not help feeling, they thus left to fight its own 
battles. 

‘ It waxes late,’ said Lord de Clarenham, rising; 
‘ bring out the horses. Miles; and you, my young 
kinsman, Aidhur, you are to be my guest from hence¬ 
forth. Come, therefore, prepare for the journey.’ 

Arthiu- held fast by the hand of his uncle, who 
replied, ‘ I thank you in my nephew’s name for your 
intended hospitality, but I piu’pose at once to conduct 
him to Bordeaux, to be enrolled among the Prince’s 
pages.’ 

‘ Conduct him to Bordeaux, said the Knight ? ’ 
answered Sir Eidk w’ith a sneer; ‘to Bordeaux for¬ 
sooth ! It is well for you, my fair young cousin, that 
I have other claims to you, since, were you once out 
of England, I can well guess who would return to 
claim the lands of Lynwood.’ 

‘ ^Vhat claim have you to his wardship. Sir Eidk ? ’ 
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asked Eustace, coldly, disdaining to take notice of the 
latter part of tliis speech. 

‘ As his feudal superior, and his nearest relation of 
full age,^ replied Clarenhain. 

• There are many here w’ho can prove that it is 
twenty-one years past, since 1 was born on the feast of 
St. Eustace,^ replied tlie young Knight. ‘ The house 
of Lynwood owns no master beneath the King of 
England, and the wardship of my nephew was com¬ 
mitted to me by both his parents. Here is a witness 
ol' the truth of my words. Holy Father, the parch¬ 
ment !' 

Palvicrs, Sleii who had made a pilgrimage to the Hoi)’’ Land, 
and afterwards carried a branch in token of their 
journey. 

Mcndica7it friars. Friars who wandered over the country asking 
alms. 

Buiiery-haich. A half door at the entrance to the buttery, or 
room where provisions arc kept, from which it was usual 
to give food to the poor. 
iJolc. A share dealt out, 

Pantler. The j)erson who has charge of the j)a7i<r2/. 

Almoner. The ollicial attached to a religious establishment 
whose duty it was to suiJerintend the giving of ahiis. 
Incongruous. Not accordant. 

Mountehanh. Quack doctors, vrlio mount on a bench to vend 
their wares. 

Motley concourse. Crowd of all kinds of persons. 

Lavishing. Spending freely ; wasting. 

Reqxiieni. A solemn service for the repose of the dead, of which 
the first words are Reguiem ceternani. 

Dais. A raised floor at the end of a dining-hall. 

It waxes late. It grows late. 
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CHAPTER XXrV 

Fatiieu Cviiil spread a thick roll, with heavy seals, 
inirporting to be the last will and testament of Dame 
Eleanor Lynwood, bequeathing the wardship and mar¬ 
riage of her son to her beloved brother. Sir Eustace 
Lynwood, Knight Banneret, and, in his absence, to the 
l>)rd Abbot of Griastonbiiry, and CjTil Langton, Clerk. 

* It is nought,’ said Clarenliam, pushing it from 
him; ‘ the Lady of Lynwood had no right to make a 
will in tins matter, since she unlaw'’fuUy detained her 
sf)u from me, liis sole guardian.’ 

' The force of the wUl may be decided by the King’s 
justices,’ said Eustace; "but my rights are not founded 
on it alone. ^ly brother, Sir Reginald, with his last 
words, committed his son to my charge.' 

" AAliat proof do you bring, Sir Eustace ? ’ said Eulk. 
‘ I question not your word, but sometliiug more is 
needed in points of law, and you can scarcely expect 
the world to believe that Sir Reginald would commit 
his only cliild to the guardianship of one so young, 
and the next heir.’ 

" I am here to prove it, my Lord/ said Gaston, 
eagerly. "‘"To your care I commit him, Eustace,” 
said Sir Reginald, as he lay Avith his head on his 
In-other’s breast; and methonght he also added,"" Be- 
Avare of Clarenham.” Was it not so, friend Leonard ? ’ 

Leonard’s reply Avas not readily forthcoming. His 
lather AA'as AA*hispering in his ear, Avhilst he knit his 
brow, shuiiied Avith his feet, and shrugged his shoulder 
disrespectfully in his father's face. 

" Speak, Master Ashton,' said Clarenham, in a cold. 
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iucreclulous tone, timl lieiuliiig on liiUiei' and son 
glances whicli were well understood. ‘ To your 
testimony, respectable and uninterested, credit must 
be added.’ 

‘ AYhat mean you by that. Sir Fulk de C'larenham ? ’ 
cried Gaston; ‘ for ■svliat do you take me and my ^Yord ?' 

‘ Certain tales of you and your companions, Sir 
Sipiire,’ answered Clarenbam, ‘ do not dispose me to 
take a Gascon’s word for more tlian it is worth.’ 

‘ This passes! ’ cried Gaston, striking his list on 
the table; ‘ you venture it because you are not of my 
degree ! Here, ye craven S(iuires, will not one of you 
take up mj' glove, when I cast back in his teeth your 
master’s foul slander of an honourable Esquire ? ’ 

‘ Touch it not, I command you,’ said Clarenluim, 
‘ unless Master Gaston will maintain that he never 
lieard of a certain one-eyed Basque, and never rode on 
a freebooting foray.’ 

‘ AVhat of that ? ’ fiercely cried Gaston. 

‘ Quite enough. Sir Squire,’ said Fulk, coolly. 

Gaston was about to brealc into a tempest of rage, 
when Eustace’s calm voice and gesture checked him. 

‘ Sir Fulk,’ said Eustace, ‘ were you at Bordeaux, 
you would know that no man’s word can be esteemed 
more sacred, or his character stand more high, than 
that of Master Gaston.’ 

‘ But in the meantime,’ said Clarenham, ‘ we must 
be content to take that, as well as much beside.s, on 
your own assertion. Sir Eustace. Once more. Master 
Leonard Ashton, let me hear your testimony as to the 
dying words of Sir Beginald Lynwood. I am content 
to abide by them.’ 

‘ Come, Leonard,’ said his fixther, who had been 
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wliisporing with liiin all this tiino, ‘ sponk up. you 
inny lie grieved to disappoint a once friendly com- 
pinion, hut you coidd not help the defect of your ears/ 

‘ Sir Philip, I iiray you not to jirompt your son/ 
Niid Eustace. ‘ Stand forth, Leonard, on your lionour. 
J)id you or did you not hear the words of my brother, 
as he lay on the hank of the Zadorra ^' 

Ix^oiiard half rose, as if to come towards him, hut 
his father held him fast; he looked down, and muttered, 
• Ay, truly, I heard Sir Eeginald say somewhat.’ 

' Tell it out, then.’ 

‘ He thanked the Prince for knighting you—^lio 
prayed him to have charge of his wife and child—he 
liade (,ra*iton not return to evil courses,’ said Leonard, 
bringing out his sentences at intei'vals. 

‘ And afterwards,' said Eustace, sternly—' when the 
Prince was gone ? On your honour, Leonard.’ 

Leonard almost writhed himself beneiith the eyes 
that Eustace kept steadily fixed on him. ^ Somewhat 
—somewhat he might have said of knightly training 
for his son—but—^Init what do I know ? ’ he added, 
as his father pressed hard on his foot; ‘ it was call in 
yoiu- ear, for as he lay on yoiu’ breast, his voice grew 
so faint, that I could hear little through my helmet.’ 

'Xay, Master Ashton,’ said John Ingram, pressing 
forward," if I reixieuiber right, you hoi thrown off yora 
helmet, saying it was as hot as a copper caiUdron; and 
besides, our good Knight, when he said those words 
touching Master Ai'thur, raised himself up somewhat, 
uTul spoke out louder, as if that we might all hear and 
bear witness.’ 

‘ Xo witness beyond your own train. Sir Eustace ? ’ 
.said Claixnihaiii. 
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‘ JSTone,’ said Eiistace, ‘ excepting one whose word 
even j’^ou will scarcely dare to dispute, Sir Bertrand 
dll Giiesclin.’ 

‘ I dispute no man’s word, Sir Eustace,’ said Eulk: 
‘ I only say that until the claim which you allege be 
proved in the King’s Coiu’t, I am the lawful guardian 
of the lands and xierson of the heir of Ljuiwood. The 
Lord Chancellor Wykeham may weigh the credit to 
be attached to the witness of this highly respectable 
Esquire, or this long-eared man-at-arms, or may send 
beyond seas for the testimony of Du Guesclin: in tlie 
meantime, I assume my office. Come here, boy.’ 

‘ I will not come to you. Lord Eulk,’ said Ai’thur; 
‘ or when I do, it shall be sword in hand to ask an 
accoimt for the tears you haA'^e made my sweet'mother 
shed.’ 

‘ Bred up in the same foUy 1 ’ said Eulk. ‘ Once 
more. Sir Eustace, will you yield him to me, or must 
I use force ? ’ 

‘ I have vowed before his mother’s corpse to sliield 
him from you,’ returned Eustace. 

‘ Think of the consequences. Sir Eustace,’ said Sir 
Philip Ashton, coming uj) to him. ‘ Piemember the 
unrepealed grant to the Clarenhams. The Lynwood 
manor may be at any moment resumed, to Avhich, 
failing yoiu' nephew, you are heir. You will ruin him 
and yourself.’ 

‘ It is his person, not his lands, that I am bound 
to guard,’ said Eustace. ‘ Let him do his worst; my 
nephew had better be a landless man, tlian one such 
as Eulk would make him.’ 

‘Think,’ continued Sir Philip, ‘of the disadvan¬ 
tages to your cause of prm'’oking a fi-ay at such a 
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timo. Hold your hand, and yield the boy, at least 
till the cause come before the Chancellor.’ 

‘Xever,’ said Eustace. ‘His parents have trusted 
him to me, and I will fidfil my promise. The scandal 
of the frtiy be on him who occasions it.’ 

‘ Eecollect, my Lord,’ said Ashton, turning to Fulk, 
‘that this may be misrepresented. These young 
warriors are hot and fieiy, and this j'oung Knight, 
they say, has succeeded to all his brother’s favour with 
the Prince.’ 

‘ I will not be bearded by a boy,’ returned Claren- 
ham, thrusting him aside. ‘Hark you, Sir Eustace. 
You have been raised to a height which has turned 
your head, your eyes have been dazzled by the gilding 
of your spur.s, and you have fancied yourself a man ; 
but in your own comitj' and your own familj’-, airs are 
not to be borne. We rate you at what you are 
worth, and are not to be imposed on by idle tales 
which the boastful young men of the Prince’s court 
frame of each other. Give up these pretensions, 
depart in peace to your fellows at Bordeaux, and we 
^vill forget your insolent interference.’ 

‘ Xever, while I live,’ replied Eustace. ‘ Vassals of 
Lynwood, guard your young Lord.’ 

‘Vassals of Lynwood,’ said Fulk, ‘will you see 
your yoimg Lord carried off to pei'ish in some un¬ 
known region, and yourselves left a prey to an 
adventurer and freebooter ? ’ 

‘ For that matter, my Lord,’ said an old farmer, 
‘ if all tales be true. Master Arthur is like to learn less 
harm with Sir Eustace than in youi* jolly household 
—I for one will stand by our good Lord’s brother to 
the last. "Wliat say yoxi, comrades ? ’ 
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‘ T-Iurmli for Mie Lances of Lynwood! ’ shouted 
John Ingrain, and tlic cry was taken up hy many a 
gruif, honest voice, till the hall rang again, and the 
opposing shout of ‘ a Clarenham, a Clarenhain ! ’ was 
raised by the retainers of the Laron. Eustace, at the 
same moment, raised liis nephew in liis arms, and 
lifted him up into tlic embrasure of one of the high 
windows. Sir Philip Ashton still hung upon Claren¬ 
ham, pleading in broken sentences which were lost in 
the uproar: ‘ Hold! hold! my Lord. Hay, nay, 
think but ’—(here he was thrust roughly aside hy 
Fulk)—‘ Sir Eustace, do but hear—^it will be a matter 
for the council—in the name of the King—^for the 
love of Heaven—Leonard, son Leonard! for Heaven’s 
sake, what have you to do with the matter ? Down 
with that sword, and follow me! Dost not hear, 
froward boy ? Our names will be called in question! 
Leonard, on jmur duty—^Ha! have a care! there! ’ 
These last words were broken short, as Gaston, 
riLshing forwards to his master’s side, overthrew tlie 
table, which carried Sir Philip with it in the fall, and 
he lay prostrate under the boards, a stumbling-block 
to a stream of eager combatants, who one after another 
dashed against him, fell, and either rose again, or 
remained kicking and struggling with each other. 

Bending. Turning. 

Chancellor. The Lord High Chancellor, the head of all the 
lawyers in the realm. During the Middle Ages the most 
important official in the kingdom. 

Bearded. Opposed face to face ; frustrated. 

Frcncard. Perverse. 
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CHAPTEIJ XXV 

Arrnu sovcrnl minulc.s’ confused fighting, the tumuli 
(liMr»*d JiWiiy, as it were, leaving the principals on each 
>ide o]>])i>sile to each other, and as the fortune of the 
day rented on their conflict, all heenme gradually lixed 
in attention, resting upon their weapons, in readiness at 
any moment to renew their own jiortion of the coinhat. 

Fulk, tall and rolnist, had far more the ap])earancc 
f>f strength than his slenderly-made antjigonist, hut 
three ye^iis in the school of chivalry had not been 
wasted by Eustace, and the sword of lJu Guesclin was 
in a liarul well accustomed to its use. Old Ilalph was 
utteiing luider his breath ecstatic exclamations; ‘Ila! 
"Well struck I A rare foil—a perfect hit—ITavc a 
care—^^4h ! there comes my old blow—That is right 
—Old Sir Ilenrv's masterstroke—There—one of your 

%* V 

new French backstrokes—but it told—Oh ! have a 
care—The saints guard—Ay—There—Follow it up ! 
IIiuTah for Lynwood!* as Fulk tottered, slipped, sank 
on one knee, and receiving a severe blow on tlie head 
with the back of the sword, measiu'ed his length on 
the ground. 

' Hurrah for Ljniwood! * re-echoed through the 
liall, but Eustace cut short the clamour at once, by 
saying, ‘Peace, iny friends, and thanks! Sir Fulk 
dc Clareuhain,* he added, as his fallen foe moved, and 
began to raise himself, ‘ you have received a lesson, by 
which J hope you will profit. Leave the house, whose 
mourning you have insulted, and thank your relation¬ 
ship that I forbear to bring this outrage to the notice 
of the King.* 

* I 
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While Eustace spoke, l^'iilk had, Ij}' the assistance 
ol* two of his retainers, reco^'ered his feet; hut thouirli 
unwounded, he was so dizzied with the blow as to he 
passive in their hands, and to allow himself to he led 
into the court, and placed on his horse, llefore riding 
out of the gates, he turned round, and clenching' his 
fist, glanced malignantly at Eustace, and muttered, 
‘ You shall aby it.’ 

Another shout of ‘ Down with the false Clarcnham ! 
Hurrah for the Lances of Ljuiwood, and the brave 
young Knight!’ was raised in the court by the 
peasantry, among whom Eulk was so much hated, that 
not even regard for their future welfare could prevent 
them from indulging in this triumpli. Probably, too, 
they expected the satisfaction of driiilcing the health 
of the victor, for there were many disappointed 
countenances when he spoke from the steps of the 
porch : — ‘ Thanks for your good-will, my friends. 
Fare j^e well, dej)art in peace, and remember your 
young Lord.’ Then turning to the parish priest, ho 
added, in a low voice, ‘ See that they leave the Castle 
as soon as possible. The gates must be secured as 
soon as may be.’ 

He turned back into the hall, and at the door was 
met by little Ai-thur, who caught hold of his hand, 
exclaiming, ‘ So you have won me, and shall keep me 
for ever, Uncle Eustace; but come in, for here is poor- 
old Sir Philip, who was thrown down under the table 
in the scuffle, bemoaning himself most lamentably.’ 

‘ Sir Philip hurt ? ’ said Eustace, who, vexed as he 
was by Sir Philip’s beha'sdour, preserved a certain 
neighbourly hereditary respect for him; ‘ I trust not 
seriously,’ and he advanced towards the arm-chair. 
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whore Sir IMiilip Ashton was sitting, attended hj- 
Father Cyril and a uian-at-anns, and groaning and 
complaining of liis bruises, while at the same time he 
ordered the horses to he brought out as speedily as 
jiossible. 

‘ Surely,’ said Eustace, ‘ you should not be in such 
haste. Sir Philip. I grieve that you shoidd have met 
with this mishap. But you had better remain here, 
and try what rest will do for you.’ 

' Eemain here! ’ said Sir Philip, almost shuddering. 
‘ ISlay, nay, my young Sir, I would not have you to 
remain here, nor any of us, for longer space than the 
saddling of a horse. Alas! alas! my young friend, I 
grieve for you. I loved your father well.—Look 
from the window, Leonard. Ai-e the horses led 
forth ? ’ 

‘ But why this haste ? ’ asked Sir Eustace. ‘ You 
are heavily bruised—best let Father Cyril look to your 
hurts.’ 

‘ Thanks, Sir Eustace; but—Ah! my back !—but 
I would not remain under this roof for more than you 
could give me. I should but endanger myself with¬ 
out benefiting yon. Alas! alas ! that I shoidd have 
fiillen upon such a fray! I am sorry for you, my 
brave youtli! ’ 

‘ I thank you. Sir Plidip, but I know not what I 
have done to deserve yoiu- concern.’ 

‘ Hot blood ! vilfid blood 1 ’ said Sir Philip, shaking 
his head. ‘ Ar-e the horses come ? Here ! your hand, 
Leonard, help me to rise—^Ali 1 ah ! not so fast—Oh ! 
I shall never get over it! There—^mind you, I did 
all to prevent this imhappy business—I am clear of 
it! Fare you well. Sir Eustace—take an old man’s 
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udvice, give up the Ijo}’, uucl leave the country before 
worse comes of it.’ 

‘What is likely to come of it?’ said Eustace; 
‘ Clareuliam made an uncalled-for, unjust, shameless 
attempt to seize the person of my ward. I repelled 
him by force of arms, and I think he would scarce like 
to call the attention of justice to his own share in the 
matter.’ 

‘ All! well, you speak boldly, but before you have 
reached my years, you will have learnt what it is to 
have for your foe the most mighty man of the county 
—^nay, of the court; for your foe. Lord de Clarenham, 
is in close friendship with the Earl of Pembroke. 
Beware, my young friend,- beware! ’ 

When the hall was clear of guests, a council was 
held between the Knight, the Priest, and the two 
Esquires. Its result was, that Arthur’s person, as the 
most important point, should be secm’ed, by his uncle 
carrying him at once to the Prince’s protection at 
Bordeaux; but it was only with difficulty that 
Eustace was prevailed on to fly, as he said, from his 
accusers. The good Father had to say, with a smile, 
that after all there was as much need for patience and 
submission under the helm as under the cowl, before 
Eustace at length consented. Cyril meanwhile was to 
lay the case before the Chancellor, William of Wyke- 
ham, and Eustace gave him letters to the Duke of 
Lancaster and to Sir Eichard Ferrars, in the hopes of 
their recommending his suit. 

Eustace then received from the hands of the Priest 
a bag of gold coins, his portion as a younger son, part 
of which he gave to be distributed in alms, part he 
still confided to Father Cyril’s keeping, and the rest 
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he was to take away for present needs—^and they 

parted for the last night of his brief stay at Lynwood 
Keep. 

Ecstatic. Intensely delighted. 

Ahij. Pay the penalty for. 

Under the helm as under the cowl. As much need for a soldier 
as for a monk. 

IFilliam of Wykeham. He was born at Wykeham, in Hamp¬ 
shire, in 1324 ; and acted first as Surveyor of Works to 
Edward the Third, for whom he built Windsor Castle. 
He became Bishop of Winchester, and eventually Chan¬ 
cellor. He founded and endowed the great school of 
Winchester, and New College, Oxford. 


CHAPTEE XXVI 

Ix the early morning. Sir Eustace and his few fol¬ 
lowers were in their saddles, little Arthur riding 
between his tmcle and Gaston. The chief part of the 
day was spent on the journey. They dined, to Arthiu’s 
glee, on provisions they had brought with them, seated 
on a green bank near a stream, and at evening found 
themselves at the door of a large hostel, its open 
porch covered by a vine. 

The host and his attendants ran out at first to 
meet them with alacrity , but, on seeing them, appeared 
disappointed. And as the Knight, dismounting, 
ordered supper and bed, the host replied that he 
coidd indeed engage to find food,-and to a ccommodat e 
their steeds, but that the whole, of the inn* had been 
secured on behalf of two noble ladies and their train, 
who were each moment expected. ■ 

‘ Be it so,’ said Eustace; a truss of hay beside our 
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horses, or a settle hy the fire, is all ^Ye need. Here is 
a taste already of a warrior’s life for you, Arthur.’ 

The boy was delighted, certain that to sleep beside 
his pony was far more delightful, as well as more 
manly, than to rest in his bed, like a ladj" at home. 

As this was arranged, a sound of horses’ feet 
approached, and a band of men-at-arms rode up to 
the door. Arthur started and squeezed his uncle’s 
hand as he recognised the Clarenham colours and 
badge, uttering an exclamation of dismaj’-. ‘Never 
fear, Arthur,’ said Eustace, ‘ thej^ come from the way 
opposite to ours. It is not piu’suit. See, it is an 
escort—there are ladies among them.’ 

‘ Four! ’ said Ai’thur. ‘ Uncle, that taU dame in 
black must be the Lady Miu'iel. And siwely the 
white veil tied with rose-colour belongs to kind 
Cousin Agnes.’ 

‘ True! These are no Clarenhams to guard against,’ 
said Eustace to his Squire, who looked ready for action. 
‘ Lady Muriel, the stepmother of the Baron and his 
sister, is my godmother, and, by birth, a Lynwood.’ 

Then stepping forward, he assisted the elder ladj’’ 
to dismount; she returned his com’tesy by a slight 
inclination, as to a stranger, but her companion, who 
had lightly sprung to the ground, no sooner perceived 
him than she exclaimed, ‘ Eustace! ’ then laying her 
hand on Lady Muriel’s arm, ‘ Mother, it is Sir Eustace 
Lynwood.’ 

‘ Ha! my gallant godson! ’ said the Baroness, 
greeting him cordially. ‘ Well met, brave youth! 
No wonder in that knightly figure I did not know 
my kinswoman’s little page. How does my gentle 
niece, Eleanor ? ’ 
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‘ Alack! then you have not heard the tidings ? ’ 
said Eustace. 

‘ We heard long since she was sick with grief/ said 
Lady jMvu'iel, much alarmed. ‘ L^Tiat mean you ? Is 
she worse ? You weep—smuly she still lives ! ’ • 

‘ Ah! honoimed dame, we come even now from lay¬ 
ing her in her grave. Here is her orphan hoy.’ 

Yoimg Agnes could not restrain a cry of grief and -K 
horror, and trpng to repress her weeping till it shoidd 
he without so many witnesses. Lady Muriel and her 
bower-woman led her to their apartments in the inn. 
Eustace was greatly, affected by her grief. She had 
often accompanied lier stepmother on visits to Lyn¬ 
wood Xeep in the peaceful days of their childhood; 
she had loved no sport better than to sit listening to 
his romantic d iscourses of ehivahj, and had found in 
the shy, delicate/clreamy hoy, something c ongeni al to : o 
her own quiet nature; and, in short, when Eustace 
indulged in a vision, Agnes was ever the lady of it, 
the pale, slight Agnes, with no beauty save her large, 
soft brouTi eyes, that seemed to follow and take in 
every fancy or thought of his. Agnes was looked 
down on,—her father thought she would do him little 
honour,—her brother cared not for her; save for her 
stepmother she would have met with little f osterin g 
attention, and when Eustace saw her set aside and 
disregarded, his heart had hoimded uith the thought 
that when he shoiUd lay his t rophie s at her feet, 
Agnes woidd be honoured for his sake. But Eustace’s 
honours had been baiven, and he could only look back 
with a sad heart to the f ancie s of his youth, when he 
had deemed Knight-errantry might win the lady of 
his love. 



122 


CHAP. 


THE’-LANCES OF LYWOOD 

f , 

Eleanor had been one of the few who had laiown 
. and loved the d amse l of Clarenhain, and had encour¬ 
aged her to lay aside her timidity. Agnes wept for 
her as a sister, and still could hardly restrain her 
sobs, when Eustace and his nephew were invited to 
the presence of the ladies to narrat e their melancholy 
tale. 

Many tears were shed, and caresses lavished upon 
the orphan. The ladies asked his destination, and on 
hearing that he was to be taken to the Prince’s court 
at Boi’deaux, Agnes said, ‘ We, too, are bound to the 
Prince's court. I am to journey thither with Eulk. 
Were it not better for Arthur to travel with us ? 
Most carefully would we guard him. It would spare 
him many a hardshij), for which he is scarce old 
55^enough; and his company would be a solace , almost 
a protection to me. My pretty playfellow, will you 
be my travelling companion ? ’ 

‘ I would go with you. Cousin Agnes, for you are 
kind and gentle, and I love you well; but a brave 
Knight’s son must learn to rough it; and besides, I 
would not go with Sir Fulk, your brother, for he is 
a false and cruel Knight, who persecuted my blessed 
mother to the very death.’ 

‘ Can this be ? 0 speak, Eustace! ’ said Agnes. 

‘What means the boy? Hath Fulk shown himself 
other than a loving kinsman ? ’ 

The Baroness, who understood her stepson’s char¬ 
acter better than did his young sister, and who was 
infonned of the old enmity between the two house.s, 
felt considerable anxiety as to what they were now to 
hear; when Eustace, beginning, ‘All, Lady, I grieve 
twice in the day to sadden your heart; yet since so much 
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has been said, it .-^'pre best ’to relate the whole truth,’ 
proceeded to tell what had passed respecting the ward- 
sliip of young Arthiu*. Agnes’s eyes filled with burn¬ 
ing tears of indignation. ' 0 dear Lady Mother ! ’ 
cried she, ‘ take me back to our Convent! How can 
I meet my brother! How conceal my anger and my 
shame! ’ 

' This is far worse than even I feared,’ said Lady 
iMm-iel. ‘ I knew Fulk to be unscrupulous and grasp¬ 
ing, but I did not think him capable of such foul 
oppression. For you, my sweet Agpes—^ivould that 
I could prevail on him to leave you in the safe arms 
of the clmstej'—but, alas! I have no right to detain 
)*ou from a brother’s guardianship.’ 

‘ I (beaded this joiumey much before,’ said Agnes; 
‘ but now, even my trust in Fulk is gone: I shall see 
round me no one in whom to place confidence. Alas! 
alas! ’ 

' Hay, fair Agnes,’ said Eustace, ‘ he will surely be 
a kind brother to thee—^lie cannot be otherwise.’ 

‘ How love and trust where there is no esteem ? 
Oh, Mother, iMother! this is loneliness "indeed ! In 
that strange, courtly throng, who will‘protect and 
shelter me ? ’ • i 

' There is an Arm-’ began the Baroness. 

‘Yes, noble Lady, there is one ai-m,’ eagerly ex¬ 
claimed Eustace, ‘ that would only deem itself too 
much honoured if it could be raised in your service.’ 

‘ T spoke of no arm of flesh,’ &iid Lady Muriel, re- 
p roving ly—and Eustace himg liis head abashe d. 
spake of the Guardian who will never be wanting to 
the orphan.’ 

There was a silence, first broken by Eustace. ‘ One 
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tiling there is, ,1 hat T wOnhl’fain ask of your good¬ 
ness,’ said lie: ‘ many a false tale, many a foid slander, 
will he spoken of me, and many may give heed to 
them; hut let that he as it will, they shairjiot render 
m}’ heart heaiy while I can still believe that you give 
no ear to them.’ 

‘ Sir Eustace,’ said the Lady of Clarenham, ‘ I have 
known you from childhood, and it would go hard with 
me to believe aught dishonourable of the pupil of Sir 
Iicginald and of Eleanor.’ 

‘ Yes, Sir Eui^tace,’ added Agnes, ‘ it would break 
my heart to distrust you; for then I must needs 
believe that faith, truth, and honour had left the 
world.’ 

‘ And now,’ said Lady i\Iuriel, who thought the 
conversation had been sufTicienlly tender to fulfil all 
the rerpui’oments of the connection of the families, 
and of their old companionship,' now, Agnes, we must 
take leave of our kind kinsman, since, doubtless, he 
will desire to renew his journey early to-morrow.’ 

Eustace took >the hint, and bent his knee to kiss 
the hands which| were extended to him by the two 
ladies; then loft the room; feeling, among all the 
clouds which darkened his path, one olear, bright ray 
to warm and gladden his heart. Agnes trusted his 
truth, Agnes wotiM be at Bordeaux—he might see 
her, and she would hear of his deeds. 

Alacrity. Clieerfiil reiicliiiess. ^ 

Settle. A long seat witli a liigh back. 

Badge. A distingiiisbing mark or token. 

Alack! Alas ; a shame. 

Boicer-u'oman. A woman who attended to her mistre.ss hi Jier 
boM’er, or private cliambex’. 
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Bamn. Epipty ; ’unpVdcluctive. 

Knight-errantry. The' profession‘of a-waiulcring knight, who (tA 
' roved over the -sTOrkl seeking to aid tlie Iielpless and 
distressed. 

Solace. Comfort. 

Enmity. Quarrel ; ill-feeling. 


CHAPTER XXVII 

It was early in tlie morning that Eustace sinnmonctl 
his nephew from the couch wliiclx one of the Claren- 
ham retainers had yielded to him, and, mounting 
their horses, they renewed their jotumey towards tlie 
coast. 

AVitlioub further adventure, the Lances of Lyn¬ 
wood, as Ai’thur still chose to call their little party, 
safely arrived at Eennes, the capital of Brittany. 
Here they met the tidings that Charles V. had sum¬ 
moned the Prince of AVales to appear at his court, to 
answer an appeal made against him to the sovereign 
by the vassals of the Duchy of Aquitaine. Edward’s 
answer was, that he would appear indeed, but that it 
shoidd be in full armoim, with ^en thousand Knights 
and Squires at his back; and Ithe war had already 
been renewed. \ 

The intelligence added to Eustace’s desire to be at 
Bordeaux, but he coidd not venture through tlie 
enemy’s coiuitry without exposing himself to death or 
captivity; and even within the confines of Brittany 
itself, Duke John, though bound by gratitude and 
affection to the King, was unable to control the 
enniity which his subjects bore to the liliiglisli, and 
assured the .^Knight tliat a safe-conduct irom ' him 
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would onlj' occasion his being robbed and murdered in 
secret, instead of being taken a prisoner in fair fight 
and put to ransom. 

If Eustace had been alone with his staunch 
followers, he would hare trusted to their good swords 
and swift steeds; but to place Arthur iu such perils 
Avould be but to justify Fulk’s accusations; and there 
was no alternatiA’'e but to accept the offer made to him 
by Duke John, for the sake of his Duchess, a daughter 
of Edward ITL, to remain a guest at his coiu’t until 
the arrival of a sufficient party of English Knights, 
who were siu’e to be attected by the news of the war, 

Ko less than two months was he obliged to Avait, 
during which both he and Gaston chafed grievously 
mider their forced inactiAuty; but at length lie 
learnt that a band of Free Companions had arrived at 
Eennes, on theii’ Avay to offer their serAuce to tlie 
Prince of Wales; accordingly he set foi'th, and after 
some interval found himself once more in the domains 
of the house of Plantagenet. 

It was late in the eA'^ening when he rode through 
the gates of Bordeaux, and souglit the abode of the 
good old Gascon merchant, Av-here he had always 
lodged. He met with a ready Avelcome, and inquiring 
into the most recent news of the toAAm, learnt that the 
Prince Avas considered to be slightly improA’^ed in 
health; but that no word Avas spoken of the army 
taking the field, and the Avar AA^as chiefly carried on by 
the siege of Castles. He asked for Sir John Chando.s, 
and was told that high Avords had passed between him 
and the Prince respecting a hearth-tax, and that since 
he had returned to his -gOA'ernment, and .seldom or 
ncA^er appeared at the council. And here the old 
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Gascon wandered into lamentable complaints of the 
aforesaid hearth-tax, from wliich Eustace coidd 
scarcely recall him to answer whether the English 
Baron de Clarenham had arrived at Bordeaux. He 
had come, and with him as splendid a train as ever 
was beheld, and was in high favoiu- at com-t. 

This was no pleasing intelligence, but Eustace 
determined to go th^next day to present his nephew 
to the Prince imm«lmtely after the noontide meal, 
when it was the wont of the Plantagenet Princes to 
throw thei^alls open to clmir subjects. 

Accordingly, leading Axthm' by the hand, and 
attended by Gaston, he made appearance in the 
haU just as the banquet was co^Jnded, but ere the 
Knights had dispersed. Many well^owu faces were 
there, but as he advanced up the space between the 
two long tables, he was amazed at meeting scarce one 
friendly glance of recognition; some looked unwilling 
to seem to know him, and retm-ned his salq^^n with 
distant coldness; others gazed at or 

were intent on their wine, and of these 
Ashton, whom to his sm’prise he saw seated among 
the Knights. 

Thus he passed on imtil he had nearly reached the 
dais where dined the Prince and the personages of the 
most exalted rank. Here he paused as his anxious 
gaze feu upon the Prince, and marked his countenance 
and mien—alas ! how changed! He sat in his richly- 
carved chair, mapped in a velvet mantle, which, even 
on that bright day of a southern spring, he drew 
closer round liim with a shuddering chilliness. His 
elbow rested on the aim of his chair, and his wasted 
cheek leant on his hand—the long thin fingers of 
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whicli slinwctl wliite iiiid transparent as a lady’s; his 
e 3 'es were hent on the ground, and a look of suliering 
or of mood}' tlionglit hung over the whole of that 
face, once full of Jree and o])en cheerfulness. Tears 
filled Eustace’s eyes as he heheld that wreck of man¬ 
hood, and thought (jf that bright day of hoi)e and 
gladness when his brother had presented him to the 
Prince. 

As lie liesilatccl to advance, tJie JVince, raising liis 
ej'es, encountered that earnest and sorrowful gaze, hut 
only resiionding b}’ a stern glance of displeasure. 
Eustaee, however, stejiped forward, and Ending one 
knee, said, ‘ My Lord, I come to i-eport mj'self as 
returned to j’our service, and at the same time to 
crave for my ‘nephew the protection you were 
graciousl}' pleased to promise him.’ 

‘ It is well. Sir Eustace Lynwood,’ said Edward, 
coldlj’’, and with a movement of his head, as if to dis- 
miss hin^Lami his presence; 'and you, bo}-, eonie 
hitl|(|idM | |B | Phd. as Arthur, seeing his uncle rise and 
steps, was following his example. ‘ I 
irn’e^Kjour father well,’ he said, laying his hand on 
the boy’s bright, waAy hair, 'and you shall find in 
me a steady’- friend as long as you prove' yoiu’self not 
unworthy of the name you bear*.’ 

In spite of the awe with which Aa’thur felt his 
head pressed by that royal hand, in sjnte of his 
reverence for the hero and the Prince, he raised his 
eyes and looked upon the face of the Prince with an 
earnest, pleading, almost iij)braiding gaze, as if, child 
as he was, he deprecated the favoiu', which so 
evidentl}’- marked the slight shown to his uncle. But 
the Prince did not heed him, and rising from his 
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chair, said, ‘ Tiiiiie arm, Clarenliam. Let us lo the 
Princess, and present her new page. Follow me, hoy.’ 

With a wistful look at his uncle, standing alone on 
the step of the dais, Ai-thur reluctantly followed the 
Prince as, leaning arm, he left tlie 

hall, and, crossing a gallery, entered a large apartment.' 
At one end was a canopyii^jtliip^dered with the arms 
and badges of the heir 'of England, and heif^i?^'it 
were two chairs of state, one of which was occupied 
hy Joan Plantagenet, Princess of Wales, once the fair 
jMaid of Eeut, and though now long past her youtli, 
still showing traces of beauty befitting the lady for 
whom her royal cousin had ilisplayed such love and 
constancy. 

As her husband entered, she rose, and looking 
anxiously at him, while she came forward to meet 
him, inquired whether he felt fatigued. ‘ No, my fair 
dame,’ replied the Prince, ‘ I came but to present to 
you your new 
whose safety m 
iniicli in anxiety 

‘Then it is 
asked Joan. 

‘ Yes,’ replied Edward, ‘ he himself brought him to 
the hall, and even had the presumption to claim the 
protection for him that I pledged to his father, when 
I deemed far otherwise of this yoimg Eustace.’ 

‘YJiat account does he give of the length of 
time that he has spent on the road ? ’ asked the 
Princess. 

‘ Ay, there is the strangest part of the tale,’ said 
Fulk Clarenham, with a sneer, ‘ since he left the poor, 
simple men at Ljmwood believing that he was coming 


j)age; the young cousin, respecting 
y Lord de Clarenliam hath i^Baso 


his imcle who hath brought hini-7 ’ 
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at full speed to seek my Lord the Prince’s protection 
for the child, a convenient excuse for eluding the 
inquiries of justice into his lu’awls at the funeral, as 
well as for the rents which he carried off with him; 
but somewhat inconsistent when it is not for five 
months that he makes his appearance at Bordeaux, and 
then in the society of a band of freebootei’s.’ 

‘ It shall be inquired into,’ said the Prince. . 

‘ !May, nay, my Lord,’ said Fulk,' may I pray yon 
of youi- royal goodness to press the matter no further. 
He is still young, and it were a pity to cast dishonour 
on a name which has hitherto been honoui’able. 
Since my young cousin is safe, I would desire no 
moi’e, save to guard him from his future machina¬ 
tions. For his brother’s sake, my Lord, I would plead 
with you.’ 

* Little did I think such things of him,’ said the 
Prince, ‘when I laid knighthood on his shoulder in 
the battle-field of Navaretta; yet I remember even 
then old Chandos chid me for over hastiness. Poor 
old Chandos, he has a rough tongue, but a true 
heart!’ 

‘ And, under favour, 1 would say,’ answered 
Glarenhani, ‘ that it might have been those earty-won 
honours that turned the head of such a mere youth, so 
entirely without guidance, or rather, with the guidance 
of that dissolute Squire, who, I grieve to observe, still 
haunts his footsteps. Knighthood, with nought to 
maintain it, is, in truth, a snare.’ 

* Well, I am weary of the subject,’ said the Prince, 
leaning back in his chair. ‘ The boy is safe, and, as 
you say, Fulk, that is all that is of importance. Call 
hither the ti’oubadom.’ that was in the hall at noon. 
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I would have yoiu- opinion of his lay,’ he added, 
turning to his wife. 

Sennes. An ancient city, formerly the capital of the province 
of Brittany. 

Hide John. The then Duke of Brittany. 

Staunch. Brave and trustworthy. 

ChafcJ. Fretted. 

Domains. Territories ; lands. 

Hearth-tax. A tax of two shillings, levied on every hearth in 
each house. 

Moody, ilelancholy. 

Crave for. Beg for. 

Canojjy. A cloth of state placed over the head. 

Eluding. Avoiding. 

Chid. Blamed. 

Dissolute. Of a disreputable life. 

Troidiudour. A wandering poet or minstrel of Provence. 

Lay. Song. 


CHAPTER XXVIII 

The indj^i^ion may be imagined with which Arthiu' 
listened to this conversation, as he stood on the spot 
to which Edward had signed to him to advance, when 
he presentecf^iim to the Princess. He longed 
ardently to break in with an angry refutation of the 
slanders cast on his uncle, but he was too weHtrained 
in the rides of chivalry, to say nothing of the awfid 
respect with which he regarded the Prince, to attempt 
to utter a word, and he coidd only edge himself as far¬ 
away as was possible from Clarenham, and cast at h im 
glances of angry reproacli. 

His imeasy movements were int gi-pret ed as signs of 
fatigue and impatience of restraiirt bV one of the 
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ladies, who was sitting at no great distance, a very 
beautiful and graceful maiden, the Lady Maude 
Holland, daughter to the Princess of Wales, by her 
first marriage: and she kindly lield out lier hand to 
liim, saying, ‘ Come liitlier, my pretty page. You 
have not learnt to stand stiff and straiglit, like one of 
the supporters of a coat-of-anns. Come hitlier, and 
let me lead you to company better suited to your 
years.’ 

Arthur came willingly, as there was no more to 
hear about his uncle; and besides, it was away from 
the hateful Clarenliam. Slie led him across tlie hall 
to a tall, aj'clied doorway, opening upon a wide and 
beautiful g&rden, filled with the plants and shrubs of 
the south o^ France, and slojjing gently down to the 
broad expn^of the blue waves of the Garonne.' She 
looked rouud^on all sides, and seeing no one, made a 
few steps forward on the greensward, then called 
aloud, ‘ Thomas! ’ no answer, ‘ Edward! Harry of 
Lancaster!’ but still her cleai*, silvery voice was 
unheeded, until a servant came from som^ther part 
of the building, and, bowing, awaited her orders. 

‘ Where are Lord Edward and the rest ? ’ she asked. 

‘ Gone forth,’ the servant believed, ‘ to ride on the 
open space near St. Ursula’s Convent.’ 

‘ Hone left at home ? ’ 

‘ Hone, noble Lady,’ 

‘ Hone,’ repeated Lady Maude, ‘ save the little Lord 
Bichard, whose baby company yoim pageship would 
hardly esteem. You must try to endure the quietness 
of the lady’s chamber, unless you would wish to be at 
once introduced to the grave master of the Damoiseaux.’ 

At this mome^^i’thun’s eye fell \ipon a lady who 
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had just e merged from a long, shadjrjiJiSy* ''P 
she liad been slowly walking, and the bright look of 
recognition which lighted up liis face, was so diflerent 
from the shy and cqns^ined expression he had 
hitherto worn, that Lady Maude remai’ked it, and 
following his gaze, said, ' Lady Agnes de Clarcnham ? 
Ah, yes, she is of kin to you. Let us go to meet her.' 
Then, as they apin’oached, she said, ‘ Here, Agnes, 1 
have brought you a young cousin of yours, whom the 
Prince has just conducted into my mother’s chamber, 
where he bore so rueful a countenance that I grew 
pitifid enough to come forth on a bootless ei’rand after 
his fellow’ Damoiseaux, who, it seems, are all out riding. 
So I shall even leave him to you, for there is a trouba¬ 
dour in the hall, whoso lay I greatly long to hear.’ 

Away tripped Lady Maude, ivell pleased to be free 
from the bm’den her good-nature had imposed on her. 

‘ Arthur,’ exclaimed Agnes, ‘ what joy to see you! 
Is yoim uncle here ? ’ 

‘Yes,’ said Arthur, ‘but oh. Cousin Agnes! if you 
had been by to hear the foul slanders which Sir Fullc 
has been telling the Prince—oh, Agnes 1 you would 
disown him for your brother.’ 

‘ Arthur,’ said Agnes, TOth a voice almost of anguish, 
‘how could he—why did he tarr}' so long on the 
road ? ’ 

‘ How could we come on when the Duke of Brittany 
himself said it was certain death or captivity ? We 
were forced to wait for an escort. And now, Agnes, 
think of your brother saying that TJncle Eustace'carried 
off the rents of Lynwood, when every man in the Castle 
could swear it was only the money Father 'Cyril had in 
keeping for his inheritance.’ 
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‘ Alas! ’ said Ames. 

‘ And the Prince will believe it—the Prince looks 
coldly on him already, and my uncle loves the Prince 
like his own life. Oh, he will he ready to die with 
grief! Agnes! Agnes! ^vlial; is to he done? But 
you don’t believe it!’ he proceeded, seeing that she 
was weeping bitterly. ‘ You do not believe it—you 
promised you never would! Oh say you do not be¬ 
lieve it! ’ 

‘ I do not, Ai’thur; I never believed half they said 
of him; but oh, that long delay was a sore trial to my 
confidence, and cruelly confirmed their tales.’ 

‘ And think of Fulk, too, hindering the Prince from 
inquiring, liecause he says he would spare my uncle for 
my father’s sake, when the truth is, he only fears that 
the blackness of his own designs should be seen! And 
Gaston, too, he slandered. Oh, Agnes! Agnes! that 
there shoiUd be such wickedness, and we able to do 
nought!’ 

‘ Nought but weep and jiray! ’ said Agnes. ‘ And 
yet I can bear it better now that you are here. Your 
presence refutes the worst accusation, and removes a 
heavy weight from my mind.’ 

' You distrust him too! I cannot love you if you 
do.’ 

‘ Never, never! I only feared some evil had be¬ 
fallen you, and grieved to see the use made of jmur 
absence. Yoiu’ coming should make my heart light 
again.’ 

' Shall I often' see you. Cousin Agnes ? for there is 
none else in this wide Castle that I shall care for.’ 

' Oh yes, Arthiu’, there are full twenty pages little 
older than yourself—Lord Thomas Hollandithe Prince’s 
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stepson, hrotlier to the lady that led yon to me: youn*j 
of Lancaster; and the little Prince Edward 
liimself. You will have no lack of merry playmates/ 
'All, hut to whom can 1 talk of my blessed mother 
and of Uncle Eustace, and of Lynwood Keep, and poor 
old White Star, that I promised Palpli I woidd bear 
in mind ?' 

'Well, Arthur,’ said Agnes, cJieerfully, 'it is the 
jiages’ duty to wait on the ladies in hall and bower, 
and the ladies’ office to teach them all conrtl}' manners, 
and hear them read and sa}" the Credo and Ave. You 
shall be my own especial page and servant. Is it 
agreed ? ’ 

' Oh yes,’ said the boy, ‘ I wonder if the master of 
the Dainoiseaux is as strict as that lady said, and I 
wonder when I shall see Uncle Eustace again.’ 

Ardently. Intensel}^ 

Axifnl respect, i.e. a respect full of awe or reverence. 

Supporters, Noblemen are entitled to use supporters to their 
coats of arms, one of which is jilaced on each side of the 
shield. 

Bamoiscaiuc. The young pages in 'waiting about the court. 
Bootless. Unavailing. 

Brutes. Beats back. « 

Lord Henry of Lancaster. Son of John of Gfiunt, and riejihew 
to the Prince of Wales; afterwards King Henry the Pourth. 
The little Prince Edwards The eldest son of the Black Prince, 
who died while quite a child.- ^ 

Credo. The Apostles’ Creed in the Latin version, of which the 
first word is Credo^ 1 believe. 


CHAPTER XXIX 

If Arthur Lynwood felf~*desolate when' he left his 
uncle’s side, it was not otherwise with Sir- Eustace as 
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he lost sight of the child, who had so long beeh his 
chai’ge, and who repaid his anxiety ^vith such confidin n’ i 
affection. The coveted fame, favour, and distinction 
seemed likewise to have deserted him. The Prince’s 
coldness himg heavily on liim, and as he cast his eyes 
along the ranks of familiar faces, not one friendly look 
cheered him. His greetings were returned with cold¬ 
ness, and a grave, ha ugh ty c oiu’tesy was the sole welcome. 
Chafed and n mrtified . he made a sign to Gaston, and 
they were soon in the street once more. 

‘ Coward clown! ’ hm-st forth Gaston at once. 
‘Would that I could send all his grinning teeth 
down the false throat of him! ’ 

‘ Whose ? "V^Tiat mean you ? ’ 

‘ Wliose hut that sulky recreant, Ashton ? He has 
done well to obtain knighthood, or I would heat him 
within an inch of his life with my halbert, and if he 
dared challenge me, slay him as I would a carrion 
crow! He a Knight! Thanks' to his acres and to 
Lord Pembroke! ’ 

‘ Patience, patience, Gaston—I have not yet heard 
of what he accuses me.’ 

‘ Ho! he has learnt —he saith it not openly 

He would deny it, as did his Esquire when I taxed 
him with it! Would that you could not tell a letter! 
Sir Eustace, of your favour let me burn every one of 
yoiu’ vile books.’ \ 

‘ My innocent friends! Hay, nay, Gaston—they! 
are too knightly to merit such me^sime. Then it is/ 
the old accusation of mtchcraft, I suppose. So ll 
was in league^mth the Castilian witch and her cats, 
was I ? ’ I 

‘ Ay; and her broom-stick or her cats wafted you! 

t ' 1 
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to Lynwood, where you suddenly stood in the midst 
of the mourners, borne into the hall on a howling 
blast! How I got there, I am sorry to say, the craven 
declared not, lest I should give him the Aie at once! ’ \ 
‘ But sm’ely, such a tale is too absui-d and vulgar 
to deceive oiu* noble Prince.’ 

‘ Oh, there is another version for his ears. This is 
only for the lower sort, who might not have thought 
the worse of you for kidnapping your nephew, vowing 
his mother should remain unBilried tUl he was in your 
hands, and carrying off all his rents.’ 

‘ That is Clarenham’s slander.’ 

‘ Yes.’ 

‘ And credited by the Prince ? Oh! little did I 
think the iiaiid' which laid knighthood on my shoulder 
'should repent the boon that it gave! ’ exclaimed 
Eustace, with a burst of sorrow rather than anger. 

‘ Do you not challenge the traitor at once ? ’ 

‘ I trow not, unless he speaks the charge to my 
face. Eather Cyril declared that any outbreak on 
my part would damage omr cause in the eyes of the 
Chancellor; we must bide our time.' Since Aj.‘thur is 
safe, I will bear my own burden. I am guiltless in 
this matter, and I trust that the blessing of Heaven 
on my deeds shall restore a name, obscured, but not 
tarnished.’ v—— 

The resolution to forbear was tested, for time 
liassed on without vindicating him. With such art 
had the toils of his enemies been spread, that no 
opening was left him for demanding an explanation. 
The calumnies could onlj’’ be brought home to the 
lowest retainera of Clarenham and Ashton, and the 
only result of the zealous refutation by the followers 
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of Sil' Eustace ivas a brawl between John Ingram and 
a yeoman of Clarenliam’s, ending in their spending a 
week in the custody of the Provost Marslial, 

Had there been any toiu-nament or like sport at 
Boi'deaux, Eustace could have asserted his place, and 
challenged the attention of the coiu’t; but the state 
of the Prince’s health prevented such spectacles; nor 
had he any opportimity of acquiring honoiu’ by his 
deeds in arms. No army took the field on either side, 
and the war was chiefly carried on by expeditions for 
the siege or relief of frontier castles; and here his 
unusual rank as Knight Banneret stood in his way, 
since it was contrary to etiquette for him to put him¬ 
self under the command of a Knight Bachelor. 

He was condemned therefore to a life of inaction, 
the more galling, because his poverty made it necessary 
to seek maintenance as formerly at the Prince’s table, 
where he was daily reminded, by the altered demeanour 
of his acquaintance, of the unjust suspicions beneath - 
which he lahom’ed. He had hoped that a dismissal 
from his post in the Prince’s band would give him the 
much-desired opportunity of claiming a hearing, but 
he was permitted to receive his ijaj’’ and allowance as 
usual, and seemed completely overlooked. It was well 
that Gaston’s gay temper could not easily be saddened 
by' their circumstances, and his high spirits and con¬ 
stant attachment often cheered his Knight in their 
lonely evenings. Eustace had more than once striven 
to persuade him to forsake his failing fortimes; but 
to this the faithful Squire would never consent, vow¬ 
ing that he was as deeply implicated in all their 
accusations as Sii’ Eustace himself; and who would 
wish to engage a fellow-servant of the black cats I 
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There were others whom Eustace would fain l^elicve 
still confided in his truth and honour, his nephew 
Aithur, and Jjixdy Agnes de Clarenham; hut he never 
saw them, and often his heart sjink at the thought of 
the impression that the universal belief might make 
on the minds of both. And to add to his depression, 
a rumour prevailed througliout Bordeaux that the 
Baron of Clai-enham had in*omised his sister’s hand 
to Sir Leonard Ashton. 

Uccrcant, One wlio yields in combat, and begs for mercy, 
Halbtrt A military "weapon "with an iron bead, 

Carrion crow, A crow that lives upon carrion, or putrid flesli. 
TlianJcs io his acres. Ills success is only due to liis "Nvcalth com¬ 
ing from large landed estates. 

Crarai. CWaixl. 

JJoon, Benefit. 

Tarnished. Stained ; sullied. 

Calninmcs. Slanders. * 

Etiquette. Established forms of civility. 

Knight Bachelor. A knight who was not attached to any par¬ 
ticular order of knighthood. 


CHAPTEB XXX 

Xeahly a year had passed since Eustace had left 
England, and his situation continued unchanged. 

The cause was, at length, decided, and a letter from 
good Father Cyril conveyed to Eustace the intelligence 
that the Chancellor, William of Wykeham, Bishop of 
Winchester, having given due weight to Sir Eeginald’s 
dying words and Lady Lynwood’s testament, had pro¬ 
nounced Sir Eustace Lynwood the sole guardian of the 
person and estate of hi^ nephew, and authorised all 
the arrangements he had made on his deioarture. 
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Affairs allogctlier liegnn to wear a brighter aspect. 
The first incliguation against Sir Eustace had subsided, 
and lie was treated, in general, with indifference rather 
than marked scorn. The gallant old Chandos was 
again on better terms with the Prince, and, coming to 
]5ordeaiix, made two or three expeditions, in which 
Eustace volunteered to join, and gained some favoux- 
able, though slight notice, from the old Knight. 
Eulk Clarenhain, too, having received from the Piince 
the govei’iimcnt of Perigord, was seldom at court, and 
no active enemy apixeared to be at work against him. 

Agnes de Clarenhain, always retiring and pensive, 
and seldom sought out by those who admired gayer 
damsels, was sitting apart in the embrasiu-e of a 
window, whence, through an opening in the trees of 
the garden, she could catch a distant glimpse of the 
blue waters of the I’iver where it joined the sea, which 
separated her from her native land, and from her who 
had ever been as a mother to her. She was so lost 
in thought, that she scarce heard a step approaching, 
till the unwelcome sound of ‘Pair greeting to you. 
Lady Agnes ’ caused her to look uj) and behold the 
still more unwelcome form of Sir Leonard Ashton. 
To escape from him was the first idea, for his clownish 
manners, always unpleasant to her, had become doubty 
so, since he had presumed uj)on her bi’other’s favour to 
ofler to her addx’esses from which she saw no escape; 
and with a brief reply of ‘ Thanks for your courtesy. 
Sir Knight,’ she was about to rise and mingle with 
the rest of the party, when he proceeded, bluntly, 
‘ Lady Agnes, will you do me lufavour ? ’ 

' I know of no favoiu’ in my power,’ said she. 

‘ Kay,’ he said,' it is easi^ done, and it is as much 
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to your brother as to myself. It is a letter wliicli, 
iiietliiiilvs, Fulk would not have read out of the family, 
of whicli I maj'^ call myself one,’ and he gave a sort of 
smirk at Agnes;—‘ hut he writes so crahlsedly, that I, 
for one, cannot read two lines,—and I would not 
willingly give it to a clerk, who might he less secret. 
So metliought, as 'twas the Baron’s affair, I would 
even bring it here, and profit by your Convent-breed¬ 
ing, Lady Agnes.’ 

Agnes took the letter, and began to read:— 

‘ For the hand of the Bight Noble and 'Worshipful 
Knight, Sir Leonard Ashton, at the coiu't of my Lord 
the Prince of Wales, these :— 

‘ Fair Sii’, and brother-in-arms—I hereby do you 
to wit, that the affair whereof we spoke goes well. 
Both my Lord of Pembroke, and Sir John Chandos, 
readily undertook to move the Prince to gi’ant the 
Banneret j^ou wot of the government of the Castle, 
and as he hath never forgotten the love he once bore 
to his brother, he will the more easily be persuaded. 
Of the garrison we are sure, and all that is now needful 
is, that the one-eyed Squire, whereof you spoke to me, 
should receive warning before he arrives at the Castle. 

‘ Tell him to choose his time, and manage matters 
so that there may be no putting to ransom. He will 
understand my meaning. 

‘ Greeting you well, therefore, 

‘ Fulk, Baron of Clarenhani.’ 

' "iniat means this ? ’ exclaimed Agnes, as a tissuJ 
of treachery opened before her eyes. / 

' Ay, that you may say,’ said Leonard, his slow 
brain only fixed upon Fulk’s involved sentences, and 
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utterly unconscious of the horror expressed in her 
tone. ‘ How is a mnn to understand what he would 
have me to do ? Send to tlie One-Eyed Basque at 
Chateau Horhelle ? Is that it ? Head it me once 
again, Lady, for the love of the saints. What am I 
to tell the One-Eyed Basque ? No putting to ransom, 
doth he say ? lie might he secure enough for that 
matter—Eustace Lynwood is little like to ransom 
himself.’ 

‘ But what mean you ? ’ said Agnes, eagerly hoping 
that she had done her brother injustice in her first 
horriljle thoiight. ‘ Su’ Eustace Lynwood, if you 
spake of him, is no prisoner, but is here at Bordeaux.’ 

‘ He shall not long be so,’ said Leonard. ‘ Heard 
j^ou not this very noon that the Prince bestows 
on him the government of Chfiteau Norbelle on the 
marches of Gascony ? Well, that is the matter 
treated of in this letter. Let me see, let me see, how 
was it to be ? Yes, that is it! It is the One-Eyed 
Basque who is seneschal. Ay, true, that I know,— 
and ’twas he who was to admit Clissou’s men.’ 

‘ Admit Clisson’s men ! ’ 

‘Ay—’tis one of those Castles built by an old 
Paladin that Eustace used to tallc about. I ween he 
did not know of this trick that will be played on him¬ 
self—^and all of them have, they say, certain secret 
passages leading through the vaults into the Castle. 
The One-Eyed Basque knows them all, for he has 
^served much in those parts, and Eulk placed him as 
seneschal for the very purpose.’ 

‘ Eor the purpose of admitting Clisson’s men ? 
Do I understand you right. Sir Knight, or do my 
ears play me false ? ’ 
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‘ Yes, I speak right. Do 3^011 not sec, Lady Agnes, 
it is the only way to free j^oiir house of this stumbling- 
block—this beggarly * upstart Eustace—who, as long 
as he lives, will never acknowledge Fulk’s rights, and 
would bring up his nephew to the same pride.’ 

' And is it possible. Sir Leonard, that brother of 
mine, and belted Knight, should devise so foul a 
scheme of treacheiy! Dli, unsay it again ! Let me 
believe it was my own folly that conjimed up so 
monstrous a thought! ’ 

' Ay, that is the way with w^omen,’ said Leonard; 
‘ they never look at the sense of the matter. Why, 
this Eustace, what terms should be kept with him, 
who lias dealings with the Evil One ? and-’ 

' I will neither hear a noble Knight maligned, nor 
suffer him to be betrayed,’ interrupted Agnes. 'I 
have listened to you too long, Sir Leonard Ashton, 
and will stain my ears no longer. I thank you, how¬ 
ever, for having given me such warning as to enable 
me to traverse them.’ 

‘ AVliat will you do ? ’ asked Leonard, with a look 
of imjpotent anger. 

‘Appeal instantly to the Prince. Tell him the 
use that is made of his Castles, and the falsehoods 
told him of his most true-hearted Knight!’ and 
Agnes, with glancing eyes, was already rising for the 
purpose, forgetting, in her eager indignation, all that 
must follow, when Leonard, muttering, ‘ 'Wliat madness 
possessed me to tell her 1 ’ stood full before her, saying, 
glooniilj^, ‘Do so, Lady, if you chose to ruin your 
brother I ’ The timid girl stood appalled, as the 
horrible consequences of such an accusation arose 
before her. 
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27ic cauxc. The question as to the ■wardship of young Arthur 
Lynwood, 

Pcrigord. A province in the soutli of France. 

Embrasure. An opening in a wall through which cannon cotild 
be fired, 

Smirl:. Afiected smile. 

Tissue. A closely-woven web. 

Chateau. Castle. 

Marches. The border lands of countries next to one another, 
GUsson. A Itunous Breton knight. See p. 182. 

IFcc?!. Think. 

Conjured up. Imagined ; thought of. 

Maligned. Slandered, 

Traverse. Thwart; outwit. 

Impotent. Powerless to do harm. 


CHAPTER XXXI 

That same day Eustace was summoned to the Prince’s 
presence. 

'Sir Eustace Lynwood/ said Edward, gravely, 'I 
hear you have served the Xing well beneath the 
banner of Sir John Chandos. Your friends have 
wrought with me to give you occasion to prove your¬ 
self worthy of your spin’s, and I hai’-e determined to 
confer on you the government of my ChS.teau of 
HorbeUe, on the frontier of Gascony, trusting to find 
you a true and faithful governor and Oastellane.’ 

' I trust, my Lord, that you have never had occa¬ 
sion to deem less honoui’ably of me,’ said Eustace; 
and his clear, open eye and brow courted rather than 
shunned the keen look of scrutiny that the Prince 
fixed upon him. His heart leapt at the hope that the 
time for inquiry was come, but the Prince in another 
moment sank his eyes again, with more, however, of 
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tlie ■weary impatience of illness than of actual clis- 
pleasiu-e, and merely replied, ‘ Kneel down, then, Sir 
Knight, and take the oaths of fidelity.’ 

Eustace obeyed, hardly able to suppress a sigh at 
the disappointment of his hopes. 

‘ You win receive the necessary orders and supplies 
from Sir John Chandos, and from the Treasurer,’ said 
Edward, in a tone that intimated the conclusion of the 
conference; and Eustace quitted his presence, scarce 
knowing whether to be rejoiced or dissatisfied. 

The former, Gaston certainly was. ‘ I have often 
been heartily weai-y of garrison duty,’ said he, ‘but 
never can I be more weai-y of aught, than of being 
looked upon askance by half the men I meet. And 
we may sometimes hear the lark sing too, as well as 
the mouse squeak. Sir Eustace. I know every pass of 
my native county, and the herds of Languedoc shall 
pay toll to us.’ 

Sir John Chandos, as Constable of Aquitaine, gave 
him the requisite orders and information. The forti¬ 
fications, he said, were in good condition, and the 
garrison already numerous; but a sum of money was 
allotted to him in order to increase their numbers as 
much as he should deem advisable, since it was not 
improbable that he might have to sustain a siege, as 
Oliver de Clisson was threatening that part of the 
frontier. Eoim days were allowed for his preparations, 
after which he was to depart for his government. 

Eustace was well pleased with all that he heard, 
and retiumed to his lodging, where, in the evening 
twilight, he was deeply engaged in c ojis idtation with ^ 
Gaston, on the niunber of followers to be raised, when 
a light step was heard hastily approaching, and Arthur, 
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darting into tlio room, flung hiinsolf on liis neck, 
exclaiming, ‘Uncle! uncle! go not to this castle!’ 

‘Arthur, what brings you liere ? '^^^lat means 

this ? No foolish frolic, no escape from punishment, 
I trust ? ’ sfiid Eustace, holding him at some little 
distance, and fixing his eyes on him intently. 

‘ No, uncle, no! On the word of a true Xnight’s 
son,’ said the 1k\v, stammering in his eagerness, ‘ believe 
me, trust me, dear uncle—and go not to this fearful 
castle. It is a trap—a snare laid to be your death, 
by l.he foulest treachery ! ’ 

‘ Hilence, Arthur! ’ said the Knight, sternly. ‘ Know 
you not what, t reason you .speak ? Some trick has been 
])layed on j-our simjflicity, and yet y(»u—child as you 
are.—should as soon think .shame of 3 ’our own father 
as of the Prince, the very soul of honour.’ 

‘ Oh, it is not the rrinco: ho knows nought of it ; 
it is those double trait»>r.s, the Earon of Claronham 
and 8 ir Leonard Ashton, who have worked upon him, 
and deceived him.’ 

‘ Oh, ho ! ’ said Gaston. ‘ The story now begins to 
wear some semblance of probability.’ 

Arthur ttirned, looking ])erplcxed. ‘ Master Gaston,’ 
said ho, ‘ 1 forgot that j'ou were here. This is a secret 
which should have been for my uncle’s ears, alone.’ 

‘ Is it so ? ’ .said Gaston; ‘ then I will leave the 
room, if it please you and the Knight—though me- 
thought I was scfirce small enough to be so easily 

overlooked ; and having hc.'ird the half-’ 

‘ You had best hear the whole,’ said ./Vi'thur. ‘ Uncle 
Eustace, what think you ? ’ 

‘ I know not what to think, Arthur. You must 
be your own judge.’ 
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Ai-thiu-’s young brow wore a look of deep thought; 
at last he said, ‘ Do not go then, Gaston. If I have 
done UTong, I must bear the blame, and, be it as it may, 
my imcle needs must tell you all that I may tell him.’ 

‘ Let us hear, then,’ said Eustace. 

' ‘NYeU, then,’ said Arthiu-, who had by this time 
coUectecLhimself, ‘ you must know that this Chateau 
iSTorheUe is one of those built by one of those famous 
Paladins, of whom you have told me so many tales. 
JIow aU of these have secret passages in the vaults 
commimicating with the outer country.’ 

‘ The boy is right,’ said Gaston; ‘ I have seen one 
of them myself.’ 

' Then it seems,’ proceeded Ai'thm’, ‘ that this Castle 
hath hitherto been in the keeping of a certain one- 
eyed seneschal, a great friend and coiui'ade of Sir 
Leonard Ashton- 

‘The One-Eyed Basque’’ exclaimed both Knight 
and Squire, looking at each other in amaze. 

‘ True, true,’ said Arthiu-. ‘ Kow you believe me. 
"Well, the enemy being in the neighboin-hood, it was 
thought right to increase the garrisou,and place it under 
the command of a Knight, and these cowardly traitors 
have uTOught with my Lord of Pembroke and Sir 
John Chandos to induce the Prince to give you this 
post — it being theii- intention that this wicked 
seneschal and his equally ivicked garrison should 
admit Sir Oliver de Clisson, the butcher of Brittany 
himself, through the secret passage. And, uncle,’ said 
the boy, pressing Eustace’s hand, while tears of in¬ 
dignation sprang to his eyes, ‘ the letter expressly said 
there was to be no putting to ransom. Oh, Uncle _ 
Eustace, go not to this Castle! ’ 
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‘And how came you by this knowledge?’ asked 
the Knight.- 

‘ That anay T never tell/ said Ai'thnr. 

‘ By -ho’means which might not beseem the son of 
a brave man ?' said Eustace. 

* Mistrust me not so foully/ said the hoy. ‘ 1 know 
it from a sure hand, and there is no dishonour, save 
on the part of those villain traitors. Oh, promise me, 
fair uncle, not to put yourself in their hands! ’ 

‘ Arthur, I have taken the oaths to the Prince as 
Gastellane. I cannot go hack from my duty, nor give 
up its defence for any cause whatsoever/ 

‘ Alas! alas! ’ 

‘ There would only he one way of avoiding it/ said 
Eustace, ‘ and you must yoiu’self say, Artliiu’, whether 
that is open to me. To go to the Prince, and tell 
him openly what use is made of his Castles, and 
impeach the villains of their treachery.’ 

‘ That cannot he/ said Arthur, shaking his head 
sadly—it is contrary to the i)ledge I gave for you 
and for myself. But go not, go not, imcle. Bememher, 
uncle, if you will not take thought for yourself, that 
you are all that is left me—all that stands between 
me and that wicked Clarenham.—Gaston, persuade 
him.’ 

‘ Gaston would never persuade me to disgrace my 
spurs for the sake of danger,’ replied Eustace. ‘ Have 
you no better learnt the laws of chivalry in the Prince’s 
household, Arthur ? Besides, remember old Palph’s 
proverb, “ Forewarned is forearmed.” Think you not 
that Gaston, and honest Ingram, and I may not he a 
for a dozen cowardly traitors ? Besides which, 
'~i'ee" here the gold allotted me to raise more men, 
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witli whicli I will obtain some honest hearts ibr iny 
defence—and it will go hard with me if I cannot find 
tJie secret door.’ 

‘ Then, if you will go, uncle, take, take me with 
you—I could, at least, watch the door; and I know 
how to hit a mark with a cross-bow as well as Lord 
Harry of Lancaster himself.’ 

' Take you. Master Ai-tluir ? What! steal away 
the Prince’s page that I have been at such pains to 
bring hither, and carry him to a nest of traitors! 
lYliy, it would be the very way to justify Clarenham’s 
own falsehoods.’ 

‘ And of the blackest are they! ’ said Arthur. 
‘ Think, uncle, of my standing by to hear him breath¬ 
ing his poison to the Prince, and then preventing him 
from searching to find out the truth, by pretending a 
regard for my father’s name, and youi- character. Oh 
that our noble Prince should be deluded by such a 
recreant, and think scorn of such a Knight as you! ’ 

‘ I trust yet to prove to him that it is a delusion,’ 
said Eustace. ‘ Many a Knight at twenty-two has 
yet to make his name aiid fiinie. Mine, thanks to Du 
Guesclin and the Prince himself, is ah-eady made, and 
though clouded for a time, with the grace of om- Lady 
and of St. Eustace, I will yet clear it; so, Arthur, be 
not downcast for me, but think what Eather Cjn-il 
hath taught concerning evil report and good report. 
But tell me, how came you hither ? ’ 

' ‘ She—that is, the person that warned me—let me 
do4vn from the window upon the head of the great 
giugoyle, and from thence I scrambled down by the 
Aunes on the wall, ran through the coiut without being 
seen by the Squires and grooms, and formd my way to 
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the briilgc, whore happily I met John Ingram, who 
hrouglit me liither.’ 

‘ She ? ’ repeated Gaston, with a sly look in his 
black eyes. 

‘ I have said too much,' .said Arthur, coloiu'ing 
deeply: ‘ I pray you to forget.' 

‘ Forget! ’ proceeded the »Scpiiro, ‘ that is sooner 
said than done. We shall rack our brains to guess 
what lady can-’ 

‘ Hush, Gaston,’ said Eustace, as his nephew looked 
at him imploringly, ‘ tempt not the boy. And you, 
Arthur, must retimi to the palace immediately.’ 

' Oh, uncle! ’ said the boy, ‘ may 1 -not stay with 
you this one night ? It is eight weary months since 
I have ever seen you, save by peering down through 
the tall balusters of the Princess’s balcony, when the 
Knights were going to dinner in the hall, and I ho^jed 
you would keep me with you at least one night. See 
how late and dark it is—the Castle gates will be 
closed by this time.’ 

‘ It does indeed rejoice my heart to have you beside 
me, fair nephew,’ said Eustace, ‘ and yet I know not 
how to iavoiu- such an escape as this, even for such a 
cause.’ 

‘ I never broke out of bounds before,’ said Arthur, 
‘ and never will, though Lord Harry and Lord Thomas 
Holland have more than once asked me to join them.’ 

‘ Then,’ said the Knight, ‘ since it is, as you say, 
too late to rouse the palace, I will take you back in 
my hand to - morrow morn, see the master of the 
Damoiseaux, and pray him to excuse you for coming 
to see me ere my departure.’ 

‘ Yes, that will be all well,’ said Ai’thiu’; ' I eould, 
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to be sure, find the comer where Lord Hariy has 
loosened the stones, and get in by the pages’ window, 
ere old Master Michael is awake in the morn; but I 
think such doings are more like those of a fox than 
of a brave’ boy, and though I should be well punished, 
I will wallc in at the door, and hold up my head 
boldly.’ 

‘ Shall you be punished then ? ’ said Gaston. ‘ Is 
your old inaster of the Damoiseaux very severe ? ’ 

‘ He ha^Kot been so hitherto with me,’ said Aidhin: 
‘ he scolds me for little, save what you too are dis¬ 
pleased with, Master Gaston, because I cannot bring 
my mouth ttlteak yoiu- language in your own fashion. 
It is Lord rlarry that chiefly falls under his dis- 
pleasui'e. But punished now I shall assmedly be, 
unless Uncle Eustace can work wonders.' 

‘ I wiU see what may be done, Arthin,’ said Eustace. 
‘And now,.'li,ave you supped?’ 

The evening passed off very happily to the little 
page, who, quite reassm-ed by his imcle’s consolations, 
only thought^of the delight of being with one who 
seemed to supply to him the place at once of an elder 
brother and of a father. 

Earlj’ the next morning Eustace walked with him 
to the palace. Just before he i-eached it, he made this 
inquiry, ‘ Arthur, do you often see the Lady Agnes de 
Clareuham ? ’ 

‘ 0^1 ye s^ I am with her ahnost every afternoon. 
She^»l)pars me read, she helps me with my French 
words, and teaches me courtly manners. I am her 
own page and servant—^bnt, here we are. This is the 
door that leads to the room of Master Michael, the 
master of the Damoiseaux.’ 
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Gaslcllane. ICoepor of a castle. 

Languedoc. A district in tlio sontli of France, so called 
from the dialect there spoken, in which tiie peojile said oc 
instead of oni for ‘ yes ’ {Lnnguc d’oc). 

Pay toll to US. Pa}' siiiiis of money to he allowed lo esca2)e with 
tlieir lives. 

Smhlajirc. A2ipearanco. 

Mcihought. I fancied. 

Gurgoyh. A projecting water-spout. 

Baluskrs. Banisters. 


CTTAPTEE XXXr 

The next few days w\jre sjient; in takin^^ precautions 
against the danger intimated hy^tlie mysterious 
ines.sago. Gaston gathered togethei'^ a few of tlio 
ancient Lances of Lynwood, who were glad to enlist 
under tlie blue crosslet, and these, with^-smjie men-at- 
arms, who had recently come to j’oriVeaux to seek 
emijloyment, lonned a body Avith whom Eustace 
trusted to be able to keep the ( lisaflcctp d in cheek.^ 
Through Auneyards and OA'or gently SAA’elling hills did 
their course lead them, till, on the eA'ening of the 
second day’s journey, the A'ieAA’’ to the south aams shut 
in by more lofty and bolder peaks, rising gradually 
toAvards the Pyrenees, and on the summit of a rock 
overhanging a small ra^Did stream appeared the tall 
and massiA'e toAvers of a Castle, su rmoun ted by the 
broad rcd^cross of St. George, and AA'^Iu^i^heir {^u^o 
pronounced to be the Chfiteau Xorbelle. 

‘ A noble eyrie! ’ said Eustace, looking u]) and 
measuring it Avith his eye. ' Too noble to bo saci'i- 
ficed to the snaring of one poor Knight.’ 
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‘ Shame tliat snch a knightly bnilcling shonld serve 
for such a nest of traitors!’ said Gaston. ‘Saving 
treachery, a dozen boj’s could keep it against a royal 
host, provided they/had hairthe spirit of yorrr little 
nephew.’ / 

‘ Let us the said traitors,’ said Eustace, 

blowing a blast on his birgle. The gates were thrown 


wide open, the drawbridge lowered, and beneath the 
portcullis stood the seneschal, his bunch of keys at 
his girdle.*%Both Errstace and Gaston cast searching 
glances upon him', and his ynect made them for a 
moment doubt the truth of the warning. A patch 
covered thea^t eye, his moustache was shaved, his 
hair appearei^many shades lighter, as well as his 


beard, which had been carefully trimmed, and alto- 
;ether the (^^ Bious senc -schal presented a^^ong 

de^^^'ilh Tumsolf, Avliethcr do lej^lmn 
3 tu!t^lr^vas ^\;cogniscd v ' ,ipidjvd^idi“ng to 
rSh his conduct, he aScedlry wliat nam^o^di-^s 


libaWtv^irrcbez,’ rejrlied the One-Ej'ed Basque, 
his which he might safely do, as it 

ot known ^ a bove two men in the whole Duchy 
itaine. ' Tlifbault Sanchez, so please you, noble 
loor Squire from the mmnrtains, who hath seen 
w battles and com'bats^n Iris day, but never 
equal to the fight of LTajara, where your deeds of 

y deeds of prowess, SifB^eneschal, had better 
rest in silence until our horses have been disposed of, 
and I have made the rounds of the Castle before the 


licdit fails us.’ 
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' So late, Sir Xnight! and after a long and weary 
journey? Surely you will di’ink a cup of wine, and 
take a night’s rest first, relying on me, who, though I 
be a plain man, trust I understand somewhat of the 
duties of mine office,’ 

‘ I sleep not until I have learnt^^iaLis committed 
to my charge,’ replied the Knight, '^l^ad the way, 
Master Sanchez,’ 


‘ Ah! there is what it is to have a Knight of 
fame,’ cried the One-E3’’ed Basque, ‘ What Ad vance ! 
what earnestness! ^h,^ this will he, as I toET^y 
comrades even now, the very school of chivalry, the 
pride of the country,’ 

They had hy this time crossed the' narrow court. 


and passing beneath a second portcullised door 
defended oi^ ^ither side by high ^^^nented walls, 
nearly doubl^as thick as tli^.^jSt6j^?^feu^^es 
wide. At the head was an archecV’^^pr, heaRy" 
studded with, nails,, and opening into tli'e CastleWdj^ 
a gloomy, vaulted room, its loop-hole windowL;iJ! 
their mighty depth of wall, affording little,, li^li / 
large wood fire was burning on tlie he9,/tli, and 
flame cast a bright red light on some suits of aimiOTE 
that wei’e hung at one end of the lujll/ as well Ryf • 
some benches, and a long table in the midst, wdiefe. 
^vere placed som e tr^cliCTs , di-inking horns,^fclVi'' 
flask or two of wine, , 

* A drop of wine, noble Knight,’ said the seneschal. 


‘ Take a cup to rec^t you after your imimfi:^jy|d 
wash the dust fronTlwr throat,’ 


A long ride in full armour beneath the sun of 
Gascony made this no una^eptable propo.sal, but the 
probability tliat the wine might be drugged liad been 



by Eiistace,i^o had not only resolved 
tcKilMaiii himself, but had exited the same promise 
' fipuiklaston, sorely ag:rinst his will. 

‘ will spare your flasks till a time of need,' said 
Eustace, onlj* accepting the basin of fair water 
presentei]jj«o^iim to lave his hands. ‘And now to 
the wyifefTie added, after lie had fdled a cup with 
wat^ from the iiitclulr and refreshed himself with it. 

followed liis example, not without a wistful 
look at the wine, and Sanchez %vas obliged to lead the 
way up a long tiight of .spiral steps to two other 
vaulted apartments, one over the other—the lower 
destined for the sleeping chamber of the Knight and 
his Squire, the higher for such of the men-at-arms as 
coidd not find accommodation in the hall, or in the 
oilices below. ^ Above this they came out on the lead- 
coyered roof, surrounded with a high crei^ellated stone 
pitivet, wliere two or three warders were stationed, 
j^ti^higher rose one small octagonal watch-tower, en 
^le* summit of which was planted a spear bearing St. 
George’s pennon,''>and by its side Sir Eustace now 
placed his own. ’• • 

This done, Eustace could ilot help standing for a 
few moments to look forth uiyui the glorious e.xpanse 
of countiy beneath him—the/rich fields and fair vine¬ 
yards spreading far away to/ths west and north, with 
towns,and villages here andihere rising among them; 
wliile far away to the ease, among higher hills, lay 
the French town of Carcassonne, a white mass, just 


disce^iible by the-'light of the setting 


_^_ _ _ _^ _; and the 

soutli was boundert by the peaks of the Pyrenees, 
amongst rvhieh I.-ij' all Eustace’s brightest recollections 
of novelty, adventure, and hopes of glory. 
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Eyne. Aii eagle’s nest; hence .any highly elevated point of 
observation. 

Rccrwit. Refresh. © / j 

Crenellated, Furnished with battlemcixfe or loopholes. / ^ • 
Octagonal, Eight-sided. ^ ^ 

Caixasso^ine, An ancient town 5G miles south-east of Toulouse, 
where in 1210 Simon de Montfort burned 400 of the Albi- 
genses (see p. 160). 




CHAPTER 


Descending tlie stairs Slice more, after traversing the 
hall, they found themselves in the kitchen, where a 
large supper was prepaiwi^. Here, too, was the 
buttery, some other smalCcl^iinbers fit for storehouses, 
and some stalls for horsws, all piuiteijted by the great 
bartizan at the foot of -Jijie ’ ^airs,/>which was capabld 
of being defended even after the outep-coin’t was ^C®n.■’ 
By the time the new-cpmei’s 'had made themselves.? 
acquainted with these hjeiilities, the evening was fas^j 
closing in, and Sanchez'^'pronounced jSliat the K.night’s 
survey was concluded iii,_good time fer^ supper. • ® 

‘ I have not yet seeuHhe vaults,’ said Eustace. 

‘ The vaults. Sir Kmght! what would you see 
there, save a few rustM chains, and some* whitened 
bones, that have been^terb ever siiice the cfays of the 
Count de Montfort and the, heretic Albigenses! They 
say that their accursed spirits haunt the place.’ 

‘ I have heard,’ returned Sir Eustace, ‘ that these 
Castles of Gascony a^ said to have secret parages 
communicating with_ their vaults, and I would 
willingly satisfy my own eyes that we are exposed to 
no such peril here.’ 
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not a man in the Castle -svill enter those 
vaults after sunset. Sir Knight. The Albigenses, Sir 
Eustace! ’ 

‘ I will take the risk alone,’ said Eustace. ‘ Hand 
me a torch there! ’ 

Gaston took anothei-, and Thibault Sancliez, seeing 
them so resolute, chose to be of the party. The 
torches shed them red glare over the stone arches on 
which the Castle rested, and there was a chill damp 
air and earthj’ smell, which made both Knight and 
Squire shudder and start. Ko sooner had they 
entered than Thibault, trembling, e.vclaimed, in a 
tone of horror, ‘There! there! 0 blessed Lady, 
protect us! ’ 

‘ miere ? ’ asked Eustace, scarce able to defend 
liimself from an impression of terror. 

‘ ’Tis gone—^j^et methought I saw it again.— 
There! look 5'onder, Sir Knight—something white 
fluttering behind that column 1 ’ 

Gaston crossed himself, and turned pale; but 
Eustace had settled his nerv&s. ‘ A truce with these 
vain follies, ^Master Seneschal,’ said he, sternly. 
‘ Those who know the One-Ej'ed Basque cannot believe 
his fears, either of saints or demons, to be other than 
assumed.’ 

Ko ghost could have startled the seneschal of the 
Chateau Korbelle as much as this nickname. He fell 
back, and subsided into complete silence, as he 
meditated whether it were best to confess the plot, 
and throw himself upon Sir Eustace’s mercy, or 
whether he could hope that this was merely a chance 
recognition. He inclined to the latter belief when he 
observed that the Knight was at foult respecting the 
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secret passage, searching in vain ihrougli every jinrt 
of the vault, and twice passing over the very spot. 
Tlie third time, however, it so clianced tliat liis spur 
rung against something of metal, and he called for 
Gaston to hold his torcli lower. The lidit fell not 

O 

only upon an iron ring, but upon a guard which 
e^idently covered a key-hole. 

Sanchez, after in vain professing great amazement, 
and perfect ignorance of any such entrance, gave up 
his bunch of keys, protesting that there was nothing 
there whicli coiUd unlock the mysterious door: but 
the Knight had another method. ‘ Look you, Master 
Sanchez,’ said he, ‘ it may be, as you say, that this 
door hath not been unclosed for hundreds of years, 
notwithstanding I .see traces in the dust as if it liad 
been raised of late. I shall, however, sleep more 
securelj’' if conraiced that it is an impossibility to lift 
it. Go, therefore, Gaston, and call half a dozen of the 
men, to bring each of them the heaviest stone they 
can find from that heap I saw prepared for a mangonel 
in the court-yard.’ 

'Oh, excellent!’ exclaimed Gaston, ‘and yet. Sir 
Kpstace-’ 

There he stopped, but it was evident that he was 
reluctant to leave his master alone with this \illain. 
Eustace replied hj drawing his good .sword, .and 
giving him a fearless smile, as he planted his foot 
xipon tbe trap-door: and fixing his gaze upon tlie 
One-Eyed Basque, made him feel that this was no 
moment for treacheiy. 

Gaston aped fast out of the dungeon, and, in brief 
.space, made his appe<arajice at the head of tlie men-at- 
arms, some bearing torche.s, others labouring under 
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the weight of the huge stones, which, as lie rightly 
thought, they were far more iucliued to heave at Sir 
Eustace’s head than to place in the spot he pointed 
out. They were, however, compelled to obey, and, 
with unwilling hands, built up such a pile upon the 
secret door, that it could not be lifted from beneath 
without gigantic strength, and a noise which would 
re-echo through the Castle. This done, Su- Eustace 
watched them all out of the vaidt himself, closed the 
door, locked it, and annoiuiced to the seneschal his 
intention of relieving him for the future from the care 
of the keys. Still watching him closely, he ascended 
to the hall, and gave the signal for the supper, which 
shortly made its appearance. 

Thibault Sanchez, who laid claim to some share of 
gentle blood, was permitted to enjoy the place of 
honour together witli Sir Eustace and Gaston—the 
rather that it gave them a better opportunity of 
keeping their eye upon him. 

There was an evident attempt, on the part of the 
garrison, to engage their new comrades in a carouse in 
honoiu- of their arrival, but this was brought to an 
abrupt conclusion by Sir Eustace, who, in a tone 
which admitted no reply, ordered the wine flasks to 
the buttery, and the men, some to their posts and 
others to their beds. Ingram walked off muttering 
his discontent; and great was the iU-will excited 
amongst, not only the original garrison, but the new¬ 
comers from Bordeaux, who, from their lairs of straw, 
lamented the day when they took service with so 
severe and rigid a Knight, and compared his discipline 
with that of his brother. Sir Eeginald, who, strict as 
he might be, never grudged a poor man-at-arms a little 
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merriment. ‘ But fis to this Knight, one might as 
well serve a Cistercian monk! ’ 

13arlir.an. A projecting turret on tlie top of a castle. 

Albujcnscs. TJie name ai)plicd to various sects abounding in the 
soutli of France earlj' in the thirteentli century. They 
were condemned and iicrsecuted by the Popes. 

A iriicc with. Desist from. 

Mangonel. A military instrument for hurling stones, worked 
with an axis and v'inch. 

Gentle blood. Of gentle birth. 

Carouse. A drinking bout. 

A Oistereian monh. A religious order, an offshoot of the Bene¬ 
dictines, taking their name from the name of the place 
(Citeau.x) whore they were founded in 1098. Their rule 
was very strict. 


CHAPTEE XXXIV 

As to the One-Eyed Basque, he betook himself to the 
buttery; and there, in an undertone of great terror, 
began to mutter to his friend and ally, Tristan de la 
Fleche, ‘ It is all over with us! He is a wizard! Sir 
Leonard Ashton was right—oaf as he was; I never 
believed him before; but what, save enchantment, 
could have enabled him to recognise me under this 
disguise, or how could he have gone straight to yonder 
door ? ’ 

‘ Think you not that he had some warning ? ’ asked 
Tristan. 

‘ Impossible, save from Clarenham, or from Ashton 
himself; and, dolt as he is, I trow he has sense 
enough to keep his own coimsel. He has not for¬ 
gotten the day when he saw this dainty young sprig 
rise up in his golden spurs before his eyes. I know 
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how it is ! It is with hint as it was with the Lord 
of Corasse!’ 

‘ How. was that, Thibanlt ? ’ 

‘ Wliy, yoii must know that EajTnond de Corasse 
had heliied himself to the tithes of a certain church 
in Catalonia, whereby the Priest -ndio claimed them 
said to him, “ Know that I will send thee a champion 
that thou 'wilt be more afraid of than tliou Jiast 
hitherto been of me.” Three months after, each night, 
in the Castle of Corasse, began such a tiumioil as never 
was known: the jilates in the kitchen dashed together 
—loud raps at every door, and especially at that of 
the Knight—as if all the goblins in fahy-land had 
been let loose. The Knight lay silent all one night; 
but the next, when the rioting was renewed as loud 
as ever, he leapt out of his bed, and bawled out, “ HTfio 
is it at this hour thus knocks at my chamber door ? ” 
He was answered, “■ It is I.” “ And wlio sends thee 

hither ? ” asked the Kniglit. “ The Clerk of Catalonia, 
whom thou hast much wTonged. I will never leave 
thee quiet imtil thou hast rendered him a just 
account.” “ AYhat art thou called,” said the Knight, 
“ who art so good a messenger ? ” ‘‘ Orthon is my 

name.” But it fell out otherwise from the Clerk’s 
intentions, for Orthon had taken a Liking to the 
Knight, and promised to serve him rather than the 
Clerk—engaging never to disturb the Castle—for, 
indeed, he had no power to do ill to any. Often did 
he come to the Knight’s bed by night, and pull the 

pdlow from under his head- 

. ' lYhat was he like ? ’ asked Tristan. 

‘ The Lord de Corasse could not tell; he only 
heard him—he never saw aught; for Orthon only 
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came by night, and, having wakened him, would begin 
by saying, “ ho was come from England, Himgary, or 
elsewhere,” and telling all the news of the place/ 

‘ And what think yoii’was he ? ’ 

‘ That was what oiu’ Lord, the Count- do Foix, 
would fain have known, when he had much marvelled 
at the tidings that were brought him by the Lord de 
Corasse, and had heard of the strange messenger who 
brought them. He entreated the Knight to desire 
Orthon to 'show himself in- his own proper form—and;- 
then, having seen; to describe him. 

‘ So at night, wlien Orthon came again, and 
plucked away the. pillow, the,Knight asked him from' 
whence he came ? “ From Prague, in Bohemia,”- * 

answered Orthon. " How far is it ? ”—“ Sixty days’ 
journey.” “ Hast thou retiumed thence in so short' a 
time?”—“I travel as fast as the wind, or faster.”-; 
“ What! hast thou got wings ? ”—“ Oh no.” “ How' 
then, canst thou fly so fast ? ”—“ That is no business 
of -yoiu’S! ” “ Ho,” said the Knight—“ I should like. 

exceedingly to see what form thou hast.”—“ Tiiat con- • 
cerhs you not,” replied Orthon; “be satisfled that 
you hear me.” “ I should loA’^e thee better had I seen 
thee,” said the Knight,—whereupon Orthon promised 
that the first thing he' should see to-morrow, on 
quitting his bed, should be no other than himself.’ 

‘ Hii! then, I wager that he saw one of the black 
cats that played round young Ashton’s bed.’ 

■ ‘ Hay, the Knight’s lady would not Hse all day lest 
she should see Orthon; but the Knight, leaping - up 
in the morning, Rooked about, but could: see nothing 
imusual. At night, when Orthon came, he reproached 
him for not^ having shown himself, as he had pro- •- 
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misecL “ I have/' replied Orthon. “ I say iSTo,” said 
• the Knight. “'What! you saw nothing when you 
leapt out of bed ? ”—“ Yes/’ -said the Lord de Corasse; 
after having eonsidei’ed awhile, “ I saw two straws, 
which were turning and playing together on the 
door.” “ That was myself,” said Orthon. 

‘ The Kuiglit now desired importimately that 
Orthon woidd show' himself in his .own true shape. 
Orthon told liim that it might lead to liis being 
..toreed. to quit his service — but he persisted, and 
Orthou' promised to show himself when first the 
Knight should leave his chamber in the morning. 
Therefore, as soon as he was di-essed, the Knight went 
■'to a window overlooking the com-t, and there he 
beheld nothing but a large lean sow, so poor, that she 
seemed nothing but skin and bone, with long hanging 
ears, all spotted, and a thin sharp-pointed snout. The 
‘Lord de Corasse called to his servants to set the dogs 
on the ni-fiivom-ed creatine, and kill it; but, as the 
kennel was opened, the sow uttered a loud cry, and 
looked .up at his fiice, then vanished away, and .was 
never seen afterwards. 'Then the Lord de Corasse 
retinned pensive to his chambei', fearing that the sow 
had indeed been Orthon!—and tndy Orthon never 
returned more to his bed-side. 'iYithiu a year, the 
Knight was dead! ’ 

. ‘ Is it true, think you, Sanchez ? ’ 

"True! why, .man, I have seen the Chateau de 
Coi-asse, seven leagues from Orthes! ’ 

‘ And what- tliiiik you was Orthon ?' 

‘ It is not for me to say; but, you see, there are 
some who stand .fair in men’s; eyes, who have strange 
means of traiMncr'intelliuence ! - It will be a merit to 



‘TIio sow utlcrcd a loud cry.’—Page 1C3. 
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weigh down <a score of rifled priests, if we can but 
ciicunivent a wizard such as this! ’ — 

But he lias brought his books ! I saw that 
broad-faced Euglishinaii carry up a whole pile of 
them/ cried Tristan, tiu’uing pale. ‘ 'With his books 
he will be enough to conjure us all into apes! ’ 

‘ Xow or never,’ said Sanchez, encouragingly-. 

‘ T\lien all is stUl, I inll go round and waken oiu- 
comrades, while you creep forth by the hole beneath 
the bartizan, and warn Cli.sson that the secret passage 
is nought, hut that when he sees a light in old 
IMontfort’s turret-’ 

Tristan suddenly ‘trod on his font, as a sign of 
silence, as a step descended the stains, and Sir Eustace 
stood before them. 

' You appear to be agreeably employed, gentlemen,’ 
said he, glancing at the stouji of wine which was 
before them; ‘ but my orders ai-e as precise as 
Xorman 'William’s. j!?'o liglits in this Castle, sai-e my 
own, after eight o’clock. To your beds, gentlemen, 
and a good night to you! ’ He was still fully armed, 
so that it was unsafe to attack him. And he saw 
them up the spiral stairs that led from the hall, and 
watched them enter the narrow dens that served them 
as sleeping rooms, where many a curse was uttered on 
the watchfulness of the wizard Knight. At the turn 
of midnight, the One-Eyed Basque crept forth, in some 
hope that there might be an opportunity of fuMlliug 
his designs, aiid earning the reward promised him 
both by Clarenham and the French. 

But before long a red gleam of torchlight was 
seen on the dark stairs, and, ere he could retreat, the 
black head and dark eyes of Gaston appeared, glancing 




with iiiischiovons aiiiusenionl., ns he paid, in his gay 
voioa, ‘ You .'ivc on the alert, iny old comrade. Yon 
have not I’orgotten your former habits when in com¬ 
mand here. lJut Sir Eu.stacc intrusts the care of 
changing the guard to none hut me; so 1 will not 
trouble you to disturb yourself another night.’ Ami 
tlu! ballled miscreant retreated. 

In this manner pas-sed day after day, in a tacit yet 
]»erpetual war between the Knight and the garrison. 
Xot a slej) could be taken, scarce a word spoken, 
without, some instant reminder that either Sir Eustace 
or riaston was on the watch. On the borders of the 
enemy’s count-ry, there was so liiuch reason for vigil¬ 
ance, that the garrison could not reasonably complain 
of the services required of them ; the i)erpetual watch, 
and numerous guards; the occiipations which Knight 
and Squire seemed never weary of devising for the 
puiqjose of keeping them separate, and their instant 
prohibition of any attempt at the riotou.s festivity 
which was their only consolation for the want of 
active exercises. I'hey grew heartily weary, and 
fiercely impatient of re.straint, and though the firm, 
calm, steady strictness of the Knight was far preferable 
to the. rude familiarity and furious passions of many a 
Castellane, there were many of the men-at-arms who, 
though not actually engaged in the consjiiracy, were im¬ 
patient of what they called his haughtiness and rigidity. 

These men were mercenaries, accustomed to a 
lawless life, and caring little or nothing whether it 
were beneath the standard of King Charles or King 
Edward that they acquired pay and plunder. The 
Englishmen were, of course, devoted to their King 
and Prince, and though at times unruly, were com- 



pletely to be depended upon. Yet, \vdiile owning Sir 
Eustace to be a brave, gallantj and kind-hearted 
Eaiight, there were times when even they felt a 
shudder of ch’ead and almost of hatred pass over them, 
when tales were told of the supernatmal powers he 
was supposed to possess; when Leonard Ashton’s 
adventure ^vith the cats was narrated, or the story of 
his sudden arrival at Lynwood Keep on the night 
before the lady’s fimeraL His own immediate 
attendants might r^l the charge with honest indig¬ 
nation, but many a stout warrior slunk off in terror 
to bed from the sight of Sir Eustace, turning the 
pages of one of his hea\'y hooks by the light of the 
hall fire,’and saw in each poor bat that flitted about 
within the damp depths of the vaulted chambers the 
tamilitu' spii-it which brought him exact intelligence 
of "all that passed at Eordeaux, at Paris, or in London. 
Xay, if he only tinned his eyes on the groimd, he was 
thought to be looking for the twisting straivs. 

Dolt. A dull pei^on ; a fool. 

Spriij. A small branch or twig; hence, used as a contemptuous 
term for a conceited young man. 

Tithes. The tenth part of a person’s property, which in the 
Middle Ages was devoted to the support of the Church. 
Catalonia. The most easterly province of Spain, fiUed with 
mountains and thick forests. 

Rifled, priests. Priests rrho had been robbed. 

Circumvent. To over-reach. 

Stoup. A wooden vessel or measure for liquids. 
iN'orman William. 'WiUiani the Conqueror, Duke of Xormaudy, 
who was famous for the stem discipline he maintained 
among his soldiery. 

Baflhd. Defeated by artifice. 

Tacit. Silent; not openly expressed. 

Jlercenaries. Soldiers who fight for any king or leader by whom 
they are sufficiently paid. 
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CHAPTEE XXXV 

There was a village at some distance from the Chateau 
Xorbelle, the inhabitants of which were required to 
furnish it with provisions. The Castellane, by paying 
just prices, and preventing his men from treating the 
peasants in the cruel and exacting manner to which 
they were accustomed, had gained their good-will. 
Prompt intelligence of the proceedings of the Erench 
army was always brought to him, and he was thus 
informed that a large treasm’e was on its way from 
Bayonne to Carcassonne, being the subsidy promised 
by the King of CastUe, to Ms allies, Bertrand du 
GuescEn and OEver de Clisson. 

It became the duty of the English to intercept 
these supplies, and Eustace knew that he should 
inciu: censime should he allow, the occasion to pass. 
But how divide his garrison ? 'Wlaich of the men- 
at-arms could he relied on ? After consultation with 
Gaston, it was determined that he himself should 
remain with John Ingram and a sufficient number of 
English to keep the traitors in check, while Gaston 
went' forth in command of the party, who were certain 
to fight with a good will where spoil was the object. 
They would he absent at least two nights, since the 
pass of the Pjrrenees, where they intended to lie in 
ambush, was at a considerable distance, nor was the 
time of the arrival of the convoy absolutely certain. 

The expedition proved completely successful, and 
on the morning of the third day the rising sun beheld 
Gaston riding triumphantly at the head of his little 
hand, in the midst of which was a long line of heavily- 
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laden baggage mules. The towers of Clmteau ISTorbelle 
appeared in his view, when suddenly with a cry of 
amazement he perceived that the pennon of St. George 
and the banner of Lynwood were both absent from the 
Keep. He could scarcely believe his ej'es, but forcing 
his horse onward with fiudous impetuosity to obtain a 
nearer view, he discovered that it was indeed true. 

‘ The miscreants! ’ he shouted. ‘ Oh, my Knight, 
my Kniglit! ’ and turning to the men who followed 
him, he exclaimed, ‘ There is yet hope ! ^Hll you see 
our trust betrayed, our noble Knight foully nun-dered 
or delivered to his enemies, or will ye strike a bold 
stroke in his defence ? He who is not dead to honour, 
follow me! ’ 

There was a postern, of which Eustace had given 
Gaston the key, on his departiu-e, and thither the 
faithful Squire hastened, without looking back to see 
whether he was followed by many or few—in fact, 
rather ready to die with Sir Eustace than hoping to 
rescue him. The ten Englishmen and some eight 
Frenchmen, infected by the desperation of his manner, 
followed him closely as he rushed up the slope, dashed 
througli the moat, and in another moment, opening 
the door, burst into the coiu't. There stood a party 
of the garrison, upon Avhora he rushed with a shout 
of ‘ Death, deatli to the traitors! ’ Gaston’s arm did 
the work of three, as he hewed down the villains, who, 
surprised and discomfited, made feeble resistance. Who 
they were, or how many, he saw not, he cared 'not, but 
struck right and left, till the piteous cries for mercy, 
in familiar tones, made some impression, and he paused, 
as did his companions, while, in a tone of rage and 
anguish, he demanded, ‘ AYliere is Sir Eustace ? ’ 
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* Ah! Master Gaston, ’twas not me, ’twas the traitor, 
Sanchez—^>twas Tristan,’ was the answer. ‘ Oh, mercy, 
for our blessed Lady’s sake! ’ 

'No mercy, dogs! till ye have shown me Sir 
Eustace in life and limb.’ 

'Alas! alas! Master Gaston!’ This cry arose 
from some of the English; and Gaston, springing 
towards the bartizan, beheld the senseless form of 
his beloved Knight lying stretched in a pool of his 
own blood! Poiuing out la mentati ons in the passion¬ 
ate terms of the South, tearing his'hair at having been 
beguiled into leaving the Castle, and vowing the most 
desperate vengeance against Clarenham and his accom¬ 
plices, he lifted his master from the ground, and, as 
he did so, he fancied he felt a slight movement of the 
chest, and a faint moan fell upon his ear. 

"^^Tiat recked Gaston that the Castle was but half 
taken, that enemies were around on every side ? He 
saw only, heard only, thought only, of Sir Eustace! 
What was life or death, prosperity or adversity, save 
as shai’ed with him! He lifted the Knight in his 
arms, and, hurrying up the stone steps, placed him 
on liis couch. 

‘ Bring water! bring wine! ’ he shouted as he 
crossed the hall. A horse - boy followed with a 
pitcher of water, and Gaston, unfastening the collar 
of his doublet, raised his head, held his face towards 
the air, and deluged it with water, entreating him to 
look up and speak. 

A • few long painful gasps, and the eyes were half 
unclosed, while a scarce audible voice said, ‘ Gaston! 
is it thou ? I deeme^ it was over! ’ and then the 
eyes closed again. Gaston’s heart was lightened at 
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having heard that voice once more, even had that 
word been his last—^and answering, ‘Ay, truly. Sir 
Knight, all is well so you will but look up,’ he suc¬ 
ceeded in pouring a little water into his mouth. 

Amhtsh. A concealed place for troops to lie in wait. 

Convoy. An attendance of armed persons for protection. 
Impetuosity. Hasty action. 

Posimi. A small back gate or door. 

Bajuilcd into. Induced to. 

Doublet. An inner (double) garment for covering the body. 


CHAPTER XXXVI 

He was interrupted by several of the men-at-arms, 
who came trooping up to the door, looking anxiously 
at the wounded Knight, while the foremost said, ‘ Master 
Gaston, here is gear which must be looked to. Thibault 
Sanchez and half a dozen more have drawn together in 
Montfort’s tower, and swear they will not come fortli 
till we have promised their lives.’ 

‘ Give them no such pledge! — Hang without 
mercy! ’ cried another voice from behind. ‘ Did 
not I myself hear the traitorous villains send off 
Tristan de la Eleehe to bear the news to Carcassonne ? 
V^e shall have the butcher of Brittany at our throats 
before another horn- is oA'^er.’ 

‘ Cowardly traitor! ’ cried Gaston. ‘ Wherefore 
didst thou not cut the throat of the caitiff", and make 
in to the rescue of the Knight ? ’ 

‘AVhy, Master Gaston, the deed was done ere I 
was well awake, and when it was done, and could not 
be imdone, and we were but form men to a dozen. 
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wlicit could a poor groom do ? But you liiul better 
look to yoursell'; for it is true as the legends of the 
saints, that Tristan is gone to Carcassone, riding full 
speed on the Knight’s own black charger! ’ 

Tlie news seemed to have a greater effect in re¬ 
storing Eustace than any of Gaston’s attentions. He 
again opened his eyes, and made an effort to raise his 
head, as he said, almost instinctively, ‘ Secure the gates! 
Warders, to your posts! ’ 

The men stood amazed; and Eustace, ralljdng, 
looked around him, and perceived the state of the 
case. ‘ Said you they had sent to summon the 
enemy i ’ said he. 

‘ Martin said so,’ replied Gaston, ‘ and 1 fear it is 
but too true.’ 

‘ Hot a moment to be lost • ’ said Eustace. ‘ Give 
me some wine!’ and he spoke in a stronger voice, 
‘ How many men of you are true to King Edward and 
to the I’rince ? All who will not fight to the death 
in their cause have free leave to quit this Castle; but, 
first, a message must be sent to Bordeaux.’ 

‘ True, Sir Eustace, but on whom can we rely ? ’ 
asked Gaston. 

‘ Alas! I fear my faithful Ingram must be slain,’ 
sjiid the Knight, ‘else this could never have been. 
Know you aught of him ? ’ he added, looking anxiously 
at the men. 

Tlie answer was a call from one of the men: 
‘ Here, John, don't stand there gi-unting like a hog; 
the Knight is asking for you, don’t you hear ? ’ 

A slight scuffle was heard, and in a few seconds 
the broad figure of Ingram shouldej-ed through the 
midst of the men-at-arms. He ciuue, almost like a 
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man iu a dream, to the middle of the room, aud there, 
suddenlj' dropping upon liis knees, he clasped his hands, 
exclaiming, ‘ I, John Ingram, hereby solemnly vow to 
our blessed Lady of Tarmton, and St. Joseph of Glaston- 
biuy, that never more wUl I drink sack, or mne of 
any other sort or kind, spiced or unspiced, on holiday 
or common day, by day or night. So help me, om- 
blessed Lady aud St. Joseph.’ 

‘Stand up, John, and let us know if you are in 
your senses,’ said Gaston, angrily; ‘ we have no time 
for fooleries. Let us know whether you have been 
knave, traitor, or fool; for one or other you must 
have been, to be standing here soimd and safe.’ 

‘ You are right. Sir Squire,’ said Ingram, covering 
his face Y-ith his hands. ‘ I woidd I were ten feet 
midergr-ormd ere I had seen this day; ’ and he groaned 
aloud. 

‘ You have been deceived by their arts,’ said Eustace. 
‘ That can I well beKeve; but that you should be a 
traitor, never, my trusty John! ’ 

‘ Blessings on you for the word. Sir Eustace ! ’ cried 
the yeoman, while tears fell down his rough cheeks. 
‘ Oh! aU the wine in the world may be burnt to the 
very dregs ere I again let a drop cross my lips! but 
it was drugged. Sir- Eustace, it was drugged—that wiR 
I aver to my dying day.’ 

‘ I believe it,’ said 'Eustace: ‘ but we must not wait 
to hear yoiu tale,^John. You must take horse aud 
ride with aR speed' to Bordeaux. One of you go and 
prepare a horse- 

‘Take mine’’ said Gaston; ‘he is the swiftest. 
Poor feRow! well that I spared him from oiu- joiuney 
amid the moimtaiu passes.’ 

8 
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‘ Then,’ proceeded Eustace, ‘ bear the news of our 
case—that we have been betrayed—that Clisson will 
be on us inunediately—that we will do all that man 
can do to hold out till succour can come, which I 
pray the Prince to send us.’ 

‘ Take care to whom he addre.sses himself/ said 
Gaston. ‘ To some our strait will be welcome news.’ 

‘ True,’ said Eustace. ‘ Do th}' best to .see Sir 
John Chaudos, or, if he be not at the court, prefer thy 
suit to the I’rince himself—to any save the Earl of 
Pembroke. Or if thou couldst sec little Arthur, it 
might be best of all. Dost understand my orders, 
John ?’ 

‘ Ay, Sir,’ said Ingram, shaking his great head, 
while the tears still llowcd down his checks; ‘ but to 
see you in this ca.se ! ’ 

‘ Think not of that, kind John/ .said Eustace; 
‘ death must come sooner or later, and a sword-cut is 
the end for a Knight.’ 

‘ You will not, shall not die. Sir Eustace! ’ cried 
Gaston. ‘ Your wounds-’ 

' I know not, Gaston; but the point is now, not of 
saving my life, but the Castle. Speed, speed, Ingram! 
Tell the Prince, if this Castle be taken, it opens the 
way to Bordeaux itself. Tell him how many brave 
men it contains, and say to him that I pray him not 
to deem that Eustace Lynwood hath disgraced his 
knighthood. Tell Arthur, too, to bear me sometimes 
in mind, and never forget the line he comes of. Pare 
thee well, good John!’ 

‘ Let me but hear that I have your forgiveness. Sir 
Knight.’ 

' You have it, as freely as I hope for mercy. One 
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tliiug more; should you see Leonard Ashton, let him 
kiiou' that I hear liim no ill-will, and pray him not 
to leave tlie fair fame of his old comrade foully 
stained. Farewell: here is my hand—do not take it 
as scorn that it is my left — my right I cannot 
move-’ 

Tlie yeoman stiU stood in a sort of trance, gazing 
at him, as if unable to tear himself away. 

‘ See him off, Gaston,’ said the Knight; ‘ then have 
the walls properly manned—all is in your hands.’ 

Caitijf. A base fellow; a villain. 

Sad:. A kind of sherry, which comes from the Canarj^ Islands. 
S/rnil. Distress; necessity. 


CHAPTEE XXXVII 

Gaston obeyed, lum-ying him to the gate, and gmng 
him more liope of Sir Eustace’s recovery than he felt; 
for he knew that nothing but the prospect of saving 
him was likely to inspire the yeoman with eitlier 
speed or pertinacity enougli to be of use. He fondly 
patted his horse, who tm-ned his neck in amaze at 
finding it was not his master who mounted him, and 
liaiing watched them for a moment, he turned to look 
round the court, which was empty, save for the bodies 
of those whom he had slain in his furious onset. He 
next repaired to the hall, where he foimd the greater 
part of the men loitering about and e.xchanging 
different reports of the strange events which had taken 
place:—' He can’t be a wizard, for certain,’ said one, 
' or he never would be in this case, unless his bargain 
was up.’ 
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‘ It were shame not to stand by liim now in the 
face of the enemy/ said another. ‘ How bold he spoke, 
weak and wounded as he was! ’ 

‘ He is of the old English stock,’ said a third,—‘ a 
brave, stout-hearted young Knight.’ 

‘"Well spoken, old Simon Silverlocks,’ said Gaston, 
entering. ‘ I doubt where you would find another 
such within the wide realm of Ei'ance.’ 

‘ He is brave enough, that no man doubts,’ answered 
Simon, ‘ but somewhat of the strictest, e.specially con¬ 
sidering his years. Sir Eeginald was nothing to him.’ 

‘ Was it not time to be strict when there was such 
a nest of ti-eachery within the Castle ? ’ said Gaston. 
‘ We knew that murderous miscreant of a Basque, and 
had we not kept well on our guard against him, you, 
Master Simon, would long since have been hanging as 
high from Montfort’s tower as I trust soon t,o see him.’ 

‘ But how knew you him. Master Gaston ? that is 
the question,’ said old Simon, with a very solemn face 
of awe. 

‘ How ? why, by means of somewhat sharper eyes 
than you .seem to po.sse.ss. I have no time to bandy 
words—all I come to ask is, will you do the duty of 
honest men or not ? If not, away with you, and I 
and the Knight will abide here till it pleases jVIessire 
Oliver, the butcher, to practise his trade on us. I 
remember, if some of the Lances of Lynwood do not, a 
certain aimp at Valladolid, when some of us might 
have been ill off had he not stood by our beds of 
sickness; nor will I easily desert that, pennon whicli 
was so gallantly made a banner.’ 

The.se were remembrances to stir the hearts of the 
;incient Lsince.s of Lynwood, and 11iei’e was a eiy among 
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them of, ‘ AVe will never turn our backs on it! 
Lynwood for ever! ’ 

‘ Eight, mine old comrades. Our walls are strong; 
our hearts are stronger; three days, and aid must 
come from Bordeaux. The traitors are captives, and 
we know to whom to trust; for ye, of English birth, 
and ye, my countrymen, who made in so boldly to the 
rescue, ye will not fail at this pinch, and see a brave 
and noble Knight yielded to a pack of cowardly 
murderers.’ 

‘ Never! never! AVe will stand by him to the 
last drop of oiu' blood,’ they replied: for the sight of 
the brave wounded Knight, as well as the example of 
Gaston’s earnestness and devotion, had had a powerful 
effect, and they unanimously joined the. Sqidre in a 
solemn pledge to defend both Castle and Knight to 
the last extremity. 

‘ Then up with the good old banner! ’ said Gaston, 
‘ and let us give Messire Oliver such a reception as he 
will be little prepared for.’ He then gave some hasty 
directions, appointed old Silverlocks, a skilled and 
tried warrior, to take the place of seneschal for the 
time, and to superintend the arrangements; and send¬ 
ing two men to guard the entrance of Montfort’s 
tower, where Sanchez and his accomplices had shut 
themselves up, he retiumed to the Castellane’s chamber. 

Never was there an apartment more desolate. 
Chateau Norbelle was built more to be defended than 
to be inhabited, and the i-ooms were rather so much 
inclosed space tlian places intended for comfort. The 
walls were of unhewn stone, and, as well as the roof, 
thickly tapestried with cobw'ebs,—the narrow loophole 
which admitted light wa.s unglazeil, — and there 
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was nothing in the whole chaniher that conlcl he 
ctillecl fui-Jiiture, save the two rude pallets which 
served the Knight and Squire for beds, and a chest 
wliich had been forced open and rifled by the mutineers. 
They had ctirried off Eustace’s beloved books, to biu’ii 
them in tlie court as instruments of sorcery, and a few 
garments it had likewise contained lay scattered about 
the room. Gaston hastened to the side of his beloved 
Knight, almost dreading, from his silence and stillness, 
to find liini expiring. But he was only faint and 
exhausted, and when Gaston raised him, and began to 
examine liis wounds, he looked uj), saying, ‘ Thanks, 
thanks, kind Gaston! but waste not your time here. 
Tlie Castle! tlie Castle! ’ 

‘ What care I for the Castle compared to your life! ’ 
said Gaston. 

‘ For my honoim and your own,’ said Eustace, fixing 
his eyes on his Squu-e’s face. ‘ Gaston, I fear 3'ou,’ he 
added, stretching out his hand, ‘ if you siu’vive, you will 
forget the duty }'ou owe the King, for the j)urj)ose of 
avenging me upon Clarenliam. If ever you have loved 
me, Gaston, give me jmur solemn promise that this 
shall not be.’ 

‘ It was the j)iu’pose for which I shoidd have liA'^ed,’ 
said Gaston. 

‘ You resign it ? ’ said Eiistace, still retaining his 
hold of his hand. ‘ You touch not one of my woimds 
till you liaA'^e gh’^en me j’^our oath.’ 

‘ I swear it, then,’ said Gaston, ‘ since j'ou will eA’^er 
haA'^e your OAvn Avay, and I do it the rather that 
Messire OliA’-er de Clisson will probably saA^e mo the 
pain of keeping the pledge.’ 

‘You haA’-e-taken all measures for defence?’ 
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‘ Yes. 'J’hc luen-at-arms, such as are left, may be 
ti'usleil, and Iiave all taken an oath to stand Ijy ns, 
which I do not think they will readily break. The 
rest either made oil* with the baggage-mnles, or were 
slain when we broke in to yonr rescue, or are sluit up 
witli tiie One-Eycil Basque in Montfort's tower. T 
Iiave sent t!ie men to tiieir posts, put them under 
Silvcrlock’s orders, and told him to come to me for 
directions.’ 

Eustace at last resigned hims-elf into tlie Squire’s 
hands. A lirokcu arm, a ghastly-looking cut on the 
head, and a deep thrust with a poniard in the lireast, 
.seemed the most serious of the injuries he had received; 
but there wore numerous lesser gashes and stabs whicli 
had occasioned a great eflusion of blood, and he had 
been considerably bruised by his fall. 

Gaston coidd attempt nothing but ajiplying some 
ointment, sold by a Jew at Bordtaux as an infallible 
cure for all wounds and bruises; and, having done all 
he could for the comfort of his patient, quitted him 
to attend to the defence of the Castle. 

Damhj words. E.voli.nige words .angrily. 

PaUds. Sinall wooden bed.s. 

Poniard. A small dagger. 


CHAPTEB XXXVIII 

Ills tirst visit was to Montfort’s tower, one of the four 
Hanking the main body of the Castle. 

‘ Well, blaster Thibanlt Sanchez, or, if you like it 
better, the One-Eyed Basque,’ cried he, ‘ thank you for 
saving us some l.ijouble. ' You have found yourself a 
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convenient prison there, and I liope yon are rit your 
ease.’ 

‘ We shall see how j’^ou aio at your ease, Master 
Gaston,’ retorted Saneliez from tlie deptlis of tlio 
tower, ‘ when another Borgnc shall make his aijpear- 
ance, and string you \ip as a traitor to King Charles, 
your liege lord.’ 

‘ The One-E3'’ed Basque talking of traitors and such 
gear! ’ returned Gaston ; ‘ hut he will tell a different 
tale when the succours come from the Prince.’ 

‘ Ha! ha!’ laughed Thibault, ‘ a little bird whispered 
in mine ear that you may look long for succour from 
Bordeaux.’ 

This was, in a great measure, Gaston’s own con¬ 
viction ; but he only replied the more vehemently’' that 
it could not fail, since neither Knights nor Castles were 
so lightly parted with, and that he trusted soon to 
have the satisfaction of seeing the inhabitants of the 
tower receive the rewai-d of their treachery. 

Thus they parted—Thibault, perfectly well satisfied 
tO'remain where he was, since he had little doubt that 
Oliver de Clisson’s speedy arrival would set him at 
liberty, and txirn the tables upon Gaston; and Gaston, 
glad that, since he could not at present have the satis¬ 
faction of hanging him, he was in a place where he 
could do no mischief, and whence he coidd not escape. 

How the warder on the watch-tower blew a blast, 
and every eye was turned towards the eastern part of 
the country, where, in the direction of Carcassonne, 
was to be seen a thick cloud of dust, I'rom which, in 
due time, were visible the flashes of armour, and the 
points of weapons. Gaston, having given his orders, 
and quickened the activity of each man in his small 
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garrison, luu-riecl down to bear the tidings to Sir 
Eustace, and to array hiiuself in his own briglitest 
helmet and gayest siircoat. 

Ascending again to the battlements, be could see, 
tlie enemy approaching, could distinguish ^ the banner 
of Clisson, and count, the long army of men-at-arms 
and crossbow-men.as they pursued tlieir way tlirougli 
the bright green landscape, now half hidden by a 
rising ground, now .slowly winding from its summit. 

At last they came to the foot of the slope. Gaston 
had already marked the start and pause, \rhieh showed 
when they first recognised the English standard; and 
there was another stop, while they mnged themselves 
in order, and, after a moment’s interval, a man-at-arms 
rode forward towards the postern door, looked earne.stly 
at it, and called ‘ Sanchez! ’ 

‘ Shoot him dead! ’ sjiid Gaston to an English 
erossbow-man who stood beside him; ‘ it is the 
villain Tristan, on poor Ferragns, Sir Eustace’s 
charger.’ 

'The crossbow twanged, and Tristan fell, while poor 
Ferragns, after starting violently, trotteil round to the 
well-known gate, and stood there neighing. 

The French, dismayed by the reception of their 
guide, held back; but pre.sently a herald came 
forward from their ranks, and, alter his trumpet had 
been sounded, smumoned, in the name of the good 
Knight, illessire Oliver de Clisson, the garrison of 
Chriteau Korbelle to surrender it into his hands, a.s 
thereto commissioned by las grace, Charles, King of 
France. 

The garri.son replied by another trumpet, and 
Gaston, standing forth upon the battlement.s, over the 
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gatewaj", demanded to speak wit]i Six* Oliver de Clisson, 
and to liave safe-conduct to and from the open space 
at the foot of the slope. This being granted, the 
drawbridge was lowered, and the portcullis raised. 
Ferragus entered, and went straight to his own 
stall; and Gaston came forth in complete armour, 
and was conducted by the herald to tlie leader 
of the troop. Sir Oliver de Clisson, as he sat on 
horseback with the visor of his helmet raised, ha<l 
little or nothing of the appearance of the coiu’teous 
Knight of the period. His features were not, perhaps, 
originally as harsh and ill-formed as those of his com¬ 
peer, Bertrand du Guesclin, but there was a want of 
the frank open expression and courteous demeanour 
which so well suited the high chivalrous temper of 
the great Constable of France. They were dark and 
stern, and .the loss of an eye, which had been put out 
by an arrow, rendered him still more hard-favoured. 
He was, in fact, a man soured by early injuries—his 
father had been treacherously put to death by King 
John of France, when Duke of Hormandy, and his 
brother had been miu'dered by an Englishman—his 
native Brittany was torn by dissensions and divisions 
—and his youth had been passed in bloodshed and 
xdolence. He had now attained the deserved fame of 
being the second Knight in France, honourable and 
loyal as regarded his King, but harsh, rigid, cruel, of 
an unlovable tem^xer, which made him in after years 
a mark for plots and conspiracies; and the vindictive 
temper of the Celtic race leading him to avenge the 
death of his brother upon every Englishman who fell 
into his hands. 

‘ So, Sir Squire! ’ exclaimed he, in his harsh voice, 
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‘ wiiat (.-xcuso <Io you come to make for slaying my 
messenger ere lie had lime to deliver his charge I ’ 

‘ I own liim as no messenger/ returned Gaston, 
‘lie wa.s a renegade traitor from our own Castle, 
seeking his accomplice in villainy! ’ 

‘"Well, speak on/said Oliver, to whom tlie deatli 
of a mau-at-arm.s was a matter of slight importance. 
‘ Art tliou come to deliver up the Castle to its right¬ 
ful lord ? ’ 

‘ Xo, Messirc Oliver/ replied Gaston. ‘ 1 come to 
bring the reply of the Ca.stellanc, t?ir Eustace 
Lynwood, that he will hold out the Ca.stle to the last 
extremity against all and each of your attacks.’ 

‘ Sir Eustace Lynwood I ‘What means this. Master 
Srpiire ? Yonder knave declared he was dead 1 ’ 

‘ Hear me, Sir Oliver de Clisson/ said Gaston. 
‘ Sir Eustace Lynwood hath a pair of mortal foes at 
the Prince’s court, who prevailed on a part of the 
garrison to yield him into your hands. In my 
ah.sence, they in part succeeded. I’y.the negligence 
of a drunken groom they were enahled to fall uiion 
him in hi.s sleep, ajul, as they deemed, had murdered 
him. 1, returning with the re.st of the g.ivrison, was 
enahled to rescxie him, and deliver the Castle, where 
he now lie.>:—alive, indeed, hut de.spcnitely wouiuled. 
Xow, 1 call upon you. Sir Oliver, to judge, whether it 
he the part of a true and honourable Knight to 
become partner of such miscreants, ami to take advan¬ 
tage of so foul a web of treachery ? ’ 

‘This may he a line tale for the cal's of younger 
knights-errant. Sir Squii'c/ was the reply of Clis.son. 
‘For my jiart, though 1 am no lover of treason,! 
may not let the King’s service be stayed liy scruple.'^. 
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l^or 3’’oursolf, Sir Squire, I make you a fair offer. You 
are, by your tongue and countenance, a Gascon—a 
liegeman born of King Charles of Krance. To you, 
and to every other man of Frencii birth, I offer to 
enter his service, or to depart whither it may please 
you, with arms and baggage, so you will place the 
Castle in our hands—and leave us to work our will of 
the island dogs it contains! ’ 

‘ Thanks, iSir Oliver, for such a boon as I would 
not vouchsafe to stoop to pick up, were it thrown at 
my feet! ’ 

‘ Well and good. Sir Squire,’ said Clisson, rather 
pleased at the bold reply. 'We understand each 
other. Fare thee well.’ 

Gear. Accoiitreiiients; belongings. 

Compeer. An equal. 

Renegade. One who deserts to the enemy. 

Accomplice. An associate in crime. 


CH AFTER. XXXIX 

Gaston walked back to the Castle, muttering to 
himself, ‘Had it been but the will of the saints to 
have sent Hu Guescliu hither, tlieu woidd Sir Eustace 
have been as safe and free as in Lynwood Keep itself! 
But what matters it ? If he dies of his wounds, what 
good would mj' life do me, save to avenge him—and 
from that he has debarred me. So, grim Oliver, do 
thv worst!—^Ha! ’ as he entered tlie Castle—‘ down 

V 

portcullis — up di’awbridge ! Ai'chers, bend your 
bows! Martin, stones for the mangonel! ’ 

Xor was the assault long delayed. Clisson’s men 
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only wailed to secure their horses and i>rei)are tlieir 
ladders, and tlie attack was niade on every side. 

It wa.s ^\•ell and inanfully resi.sted. Ihavely did 
the little garrison .struggle with the numhers that 
ponied against them on every side, and the day wore 
away in the de.sperate conlliet. 

.Sir Eustace heard the loud cries of ‘ Jlontjoie St. 
Denis ! Clisson ! ’ on the one side, and the ‘ St. (leorge 
for Merry England ! A Lynwood I ’ with which his 
own party leplied; he heard the thundering of heavy 
.stone-;, the rush of combatant.s, the cries of victory or 
defeat. Sometimes his whole being seemed in the 
light; he elenehed his teeth, he shouted his war-cry, 
trie 1 to rai.se himself and lift his powerless arm : then 
returned again to the eonseiousne.ss of his condition, 
clasped either the iwary or the erueilix, and turned 
his soul to fervent prayer; then, again, the strange 
wild cries without eonfoundeeb them.selves into one 
maildening noise on his feverish ear. or, in the contu¬ 
sion of his wciikened faculties, he would, as it were, 
lielieve himself to be his brother dying on the lield of 
Xavaretta, and scarte be able to rouse himself to a 
feeling of his own identity. 

.So pa.s.sed the day—and twilight was llist deepen¬ 
ing into night, when the crie.s, a .short time since 
more furious than ever, and neai-er and more exulting 
on the part of the French, at length subsided, and 
iinallj- died away: the trampling steps of the men-at- 
arms could be heard in the hall 1 elow, and (Ia.ston 
himself came up with hasty step, undid his helmet, 
and, wiping his brow, threw himself on the ground 
with his back against the chest, saying, ‘ Well, we 
have done our best, at any rate I ’ 
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‘Have tliej’ won the court?’ asked Eustace. ‘I 
tliouglit I heard their shouts witliin it,’ 

‘ Ay! ] 5 veu so. How could we guard such an 
extent of wall with barely five-and-twenty men ? Old 
Silverlocks and another are slain, Martin . badly 
wounded, and we all forced back into the inner court, 
after doing all it was in man to do.’ 

‘ I heard your voice, bold and clieerful as ever, 
above the tumult,’ said Eustace. ‘Eut the inner 
court is fit for a long defence—that staircase parapet, 
where so few can attack at once.’ 

‘ Ay,’ said Gaston, ‘ it was that and the darkness 
that stopped them. There I can detain them long 
enough to give the chance of the succours, so those 
knaves below do not fail in spirit—^and they know 
well enough what chance they have from yon grim- 
visaged Breton! But as to those succours, I no more 
expect them than I do to see the Prince at their head! 
A hundred to one that he never hears of oiu’ need, or, 
if he should, that Pembroke and Clarenhani do not 
delay the troops till too late.’ 

‘ And there will be the loss of the most imjDortant 
Castle, and the most faithful and kindest heart!’ 
said Eustace. 'But go, Gaston—food and rest j'ou 
must need after this long day’s fight — and the 
defences must be looked to, and the men cheered! ’ 

‘ Ye.s,’ said Gaston, slowly rising, and bending over 
the Knight; ‘but is there nought I can do for you. 
Sir Eustace ? ’ 

‘ Kought, save to replenish my cup of water. It 
is weU for me that the enemy have not cut us off from 
the Castle well.’ 

Gaston’s supper did not occupy him long. He was 
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soon again in Eustace’s room, talking oi'er his plan of 
defence for the next day; but with little, if any, hope 
that it would be other than his last struggle. At 
last, wearied out with the exertions of that day and 
the preceding, he listened to Eustace’s persuasions, 
and, removing the more cumbrous portions of his 
armour, threw himself on his bed, and, in a moment, 
liis regular breathings announced that he was sound 
asleep. 

It was in the pale eai-ly light of dawn that he 
awoke, and, starting np while still half asleep, ex¬ 
claimed, ' Sir Eustace, are you there ? I should have 
relieved guard long since! ’ Then, as he recalled his 
situation, ‘ I had forgot! How is it with you, Sir 
Eustace ? Have you slept ? ’ 

‘ No,’ said Eustace. ‘ I liave not lost an hour of 
this last night I shall ever see. It will soon be over 
now—the sun is already reddening the sky: and so, 
Gaston, ends our long true-hearted affection. Little 
did I think it would bring thee to thy death in the 
prime of thy strength and manhood! ’ and he looked 
mournfidly on the lofty statiu'e and vigorous form of 
the Squire, as he stood over him. 

‘ Eor that, Sir Eustace, there is little cause to 
grieve. I have been a wanderer, friendless and home¬ 
less, throughout my life; and save for yoiu’self, and, 
perhaps, poor little Arthur’s kind heart, where is one 
who would cast a second thought on me, beyond, 
perhaps, saying, “ He was a brave and faithful 
Squire! ” But little, little did I think, when I saw 
your spurs so nobly won, that this was to be the end 
of it—that you were to die, defamed and reviled, in 
an obscm-e den, and by the foul treachery of-’ 
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‘ speak not of Unit, Gaston,’ said Eustace. ‘ I have 
dwelt on it in tlie long houvs of the night, and I have 
schooled niy niind to bear it. Tho.se with whom we 
shall soon be, know that if I have sinned in many 
points, yet I am guilUe.s.s in tJiat Avhereof tliey accuse 
me—and, for the rest, there are, at least, two who will 
think no shame of Eustace L3’'nwood. And now, if 
there is yet time, Gaston, since no Priest is at hand, I 
would pray thee to do me the last favour of hearing 
the confession of nij” .sins.’ 

And Gaston kneeling down, the Knight and 
Squire, according to the custom of warriors in 
extremity, confessed to each other, with the crucifix 
raised between them. Eustace then, with his weak 
and failing voice, repeated several iwaj'^ers and psalms 
appropriate to the occasion, in which Gaston joined 
with hearty devotion. B}' this time, a .slight stir was 
heard within the Castle; and Gaston, rising from his 
knees, went to the loojjhole, Avhich commanded a view 
of the court, where the French had taken up their 
quarters for the night in some of the outbuildings— 
and the lion rampant of Clisson was waving in 
triumph on the gateway tower. 

‘ All silent there,’ .said he; ‘ but I must go to rouse 
our knaves in time to meet the first onset.’ And, as 
he clasped on his armour, he continued, ‘All that is 
in the power of man will we do! Best assured. Sir 
Eustace, they reach you not save through iii}’’ bod}’’; 
and let your prayers be with me. One embrace. Sir 
Eustace, and we meet no more-’ 

‘In this world.’ Eustace concluded the sentence, 
as Gaston hung over him, and his tears dropped on 
his fiice. ‘Farewell, most faithful and most true- 
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lioavlcd: Go, T command thee! Think imt on me 
—tliink on thy duty—and good angelis will be around 
IN both. Farewell, farewell.’ 

Gaston, for the first time in his life, felt himself 
unable to speak. He crossed the room with slow and 
lingering step; then, with a great effort, dashed out 
at llie door, closing his visor as he did so, and, after a 
short interval, during which he seemed to liave 
stopped on the stairs, Eustace could hear his gay bold 
tones, calling, ' Up ! ivp I my merry men, all I Let 
not the French dogs find the wolf asleep in his den. 
They will find our inner bartizan a hard stone for 
their teeth—and it will be our own fault, if they 
crack it before the coming of our brave comrades from 
Bordeaux! ’ 


Montjoic >S7. 7)c?u's. The ancient war-cry of the French. St. 
l)uuip, the patron saint of France, siiflercrl inartyrclom 
about the end of the third century. The 2 )lacc of his 
execution was a little hill {mont) outside Paris. Here he 
entered into the joy (joie) of a martyr’s reward. 

JJehamd. Prevented. 

The lion rampant, The arms of Clis'son bore the device of a 
lion raTn 2 )ani, or rearing on his hind-legs. 


OHAFTEE XL 

The open space beyond the walls of Bordeaux pre¬ 
sented a bright and lively scene. It was here that 
the pages of the Black Prince were wont to exercise 
those sports and pastimes for which the court of the 
palace scarce afforded sufficient space, or which were 
too noisy for the neighbourhood of the ladies, and of 
the invalid Prince. 
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or noble and often of princely birth were all who 
entered that school of chivalry, and, for the most part, 
the fine open countenances, noble bearing, and well- 
made figiu’es of the boj’s testified their high descent, as 
completely as the armorial bearings embroidered on tlic 
back and front of their short Icmtles. Many different 
provinces had sent their noblest to be there trained 
in the service of the bravest Knights and Princes. 
There, besides the brown-haired, fair-skinned English 
boy, was the quick fiery Welsh child, who owed an 
-especial allegiance to the Prince; the broad blue¬ 
eyed Pleming, whose parents rejoiced in the fiune of 
the son of Philippa of Hainault; the p^t, lively’’ 
'Gascon, and the swarthy Kavarrese mountaineer—all 
brought together in close and ever-changing contrast 
of countenance, habits, and character. 

Of all the merry groups scattered through that 
wide green space, the most interesting was one formed 
by three bo3% who stood beneath a tree, a little from 
the rest. The two eldest might be from ten to eleven 
years old, the thii’d two or three years j’ounger, and 
his delicate features, fair pale complexion, and slender 
limbs, made him appear too weak and childish for 
sucli active sports as the rest were engaged in, but 
that the lordlj” glance of his clear blue eye, his firm 
tread, and the noble carriage of his shajDely head, had 
in them something of command, which attracted notice 
even before the exceeding beauty of his perfectly 
moulded face, and long waving curls of golden hair. 

So like him, that they might have passed for 
brothers, was one of the elder boys, who stood near— 
there was the same high white brow, proud lip, 
regular features, and bright eye; but the complexion, 
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ihouixh naturally as fair, was tanned to a healthy 
hrcavn wliere exposed to the sun; the frame was far 
hti (mger and more robust; and the glance of the eye 
had more in it of pride and imimtieiice than of the 
c.ilm command so remarkable in the little one. The 
thiee hoys were standing in consultation over an arrow 
whicli they had just discovered, stuck deep in the 
ground. 

‘^Tis my arrow, that I shot over the mark on 
^Monday,’ said the elder. 

‘ Xay, HarrjV said the younger hoy, ‘ that cannot 
l)e; for remember Thomas Holland said your arrow 
would frighten the good nuns of St. Ursula in their 
garden.’ 

'Tt must be mine,’ persisted Hany—‘for none 
other of you all can shoot as far.’ 

‘Yes, English Arthur can,’ said the Little boy. 
‘ lie shot a whole cloth-yard beyond you the day-’ 

‘Well, never mind, Edward,’ said Harry, shai'ply— 
‘ who cares for arrows ?—weapons for clowns, and not 
for Princes! ’ 

‘Hay, not so. Lord Harry,’ interposed the third 
boy: ‘ I have heard my uncle say, many a time, that 
England's archery is half her strength—and how it 
was our archers at the battle of Crecy-’ 

‘ I know all that—how the men of Genoa had wet 
bow-strings, and ours diy ones,’ said Henry; ‘ but they 
were hut peasants, after all! ’ 

‘ Ay: but a King of England should know how to 
praise and value his good yeomen.* 

Henry turned on his heel, and, saying, ‘Well, 
let the arrow be whose it will, I care not for it,’ 
walked off. 
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'Do you know why Hariy of Lancaster goes, 
Ai’thur ? ’ said Edwai'd, smiling. 

‘ No, my Lord,’ repKed Arthm-. 

‘ He cannot bear to liear aiiglit of King of England,’ 
was the answer. ‘ If yon love me, good Arthur, vex 
Jiini not with speaking of it.’ 

‘ Father Cyril ivould say, he ought to learn 
content with the rank wliere he was liorn,’ said 
Arthur. 

‘ Father Cyril, again! ’ said Prince Edward. ' You 
cannot live a day without speaking of him, and of 
your uncle.’ 

‘ I do not speak of them so much now,’ said Arthur, 
colouring. ‘ It is only you. Lord Edward, who never 
make game of me for so doing—though, I trow, I 
have taught Pierre to let my uncle’s name alone.’ 

‘ Truly, you did so,’ said Edward, laughing, ' and 
he has scarce yet lost his black eye. But I love to 
liear your tales, Ai'thur, of that quiet Castle, and the 
old White Star, and your uncle, who taught you to 
ride. Sit down here on the grass, and tell me more. 
But what are you staring at so fixedly ? At the poor 
jaded horse, that yonder man-at-arms is urging on so 
•painfully ? ’ 

' ’Tis—No, it is not—Yes, ’tis John Ingram him¬ 
self,’ cried Arthur. ‘ Oh, my uncle ! my uncle! ’ 
And, in one moment, he had bounded across the 
ditch, which fenced in their exercising ground, and 
had rushed to meet Ingram. ‘ Oh, John !’exclaimed 
he, breathlessly, ‘ have they done it ? Oh, tell me of 
Ihicle Eustace ! Is he alive ? ’ 

‘ j\Iaster Arthur ! ’ exclaimed Ingram, stopping his 
wearied horse. 
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* Oil, tell me, Ingram,' reiterated Arthur, * is my 
micle safe ? ’ 

‘ He is alive, Master Ai'thur—that is, he was when 
T came away, hut as sore wounded as ever I saw 
Xnight. And the butcher of Brittany is upon them 
by this time! and here I am sent to ask succours— 
and I know no more to whom to address myself than 
the cock at the top of Lynwood steeple I ’ 

‘But what has chanced, John?—^make haste, and 
tell me/ 

And John, in his o^yn awkward and confused 
style, narrated how he had been entrapped by Sanchez, 
and the consequences of his excess. ‘ But,’ said he, ‘ I 
have vowed to our Lady of Taunton, and St. Joseph 
of Glastonbury, that never again-’ 

iU’thur had covered his face with his hands, and 
gave wny to tears of indignation and grief, as he felt 
his helplessness. But one hand was Icindly withdi'awm, 
and a gentle voice said, ‘ Weep not, Arthur, but come 
with me, and my father will send relief to the 
Castle, and save your uncle.’ 

‘ You here, Lord Edward ? ’ exclaimed Arthm, who 
had not perceived that the Prince had followed him. 
‘ Oh yes, thanks, thanks 1 Hone but the Prince can 
save him. Oh, let me see him myself, and that 
instantly 1 ’ 

‘Then, let us come,’ said Edward, stiU holding 
Arthur’s hand. 

Finning, A native of Flanders. 

Philipiia of HainanlL The wife of Edward tlie Third, and 
daughter of William, Count of Holland and Hainault. 

11* iterated. Repeated; said over again, 
fSiKcroHrs. Help. 
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CHAPTEE XLI 

Arthur set off at such a pace as to press tlie little 
Prince into a breathless trot bj’^ his side; but he, too, 
was all eagerness, and scorned to complain. They 
proceeded without interruption to the court of the 
palace. Edward, leading the way, hastened to his 
mother’s aj)artments. He threw open the door, looked 
in, and, saying to Arthur, ‘ He must be in the council 
ch.amber,’ cut short an exclamation of Ladj’- Maude? 
Holland, by shutting the door, and nmning down a 
long gallery to an ante-chamber, where were several 
persons waiting for an audience, and two warders, 
with halberts erect, standing on guard outside a closed 
door. 

‘ The Prince is in council, my Lord.’ 

Edward drew up his head, and, waving them aside 
with a gesture that became the heir of England, said, 

‘ I take it upon myself.’ He then opened the door, 
and, still liolding Arthiu’ fast by the hand, led him 
into the chamber where, the Prince of Wales sat in 
consultation with his nobles and clerks. 

There was a pause of amazement as the two boys 
advanced to the high carved chair on which the 
Prince was seated—and Edward exclaimed, ‘Father, 
save Arthur’s uncle ! ’ 

‘ What means this, Edward ? ’ demanded the Prince 
of Wales, somewhat sternly. ‘ Go to your mother, 
boy—we cannot hear you now, and-’ 

‘ I cannot go, fatlier,’ replied the cliild, ‘ till you 
have promised to save Arthur’s uncle! He is 
woiinded!—the traitors have wounded him !—and 
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I lie Prench will take the Castle, aucl he will be slain I 
And Arthur loves liim bo much ! ’ 

‘ Come here, Edward,’ said the Prince, remarking 
1 ho Hushed cheek and tearful eye of his son, ‘ and tell 
me what this means/ 

Edward obeyed, but without losing his hold of his 
young friend’s hand. ' The man-at-arnis is come, all 
lieat and dust, on the poor drooping, jaded steed—and 
he said, the Knight would be slain, and the Castle 
taken, unless you would send him relief. It is 
Ai’tliur's uncle that he loves so well.' 

‘ .cYrthur’s uncle ? ’ repeated the Prince—and, turn¬ 
ing liis eyes on the suppliant figm-e, he said, ‘ Ai'thur 
Lynwood! Sj)eak, boy.’ 

‘ Oh, luy Lord,’ said Ai'tluu*, commanding his voice 
with difficulty, would only pray you to send 

succour to my uncle at Chateau Norbelle, and save 
him from being miu’dered by Oliver de Clisson.’ 

It was a voice which boded little good to Ai’tliur’s 
suit that now spoke. ' If it be Sir Eustace Lynwood, 
at Chateau Korbelle, of whom the young Prince 
speiiks, he can scarce be in any strait, since the garri¬ 
son is more than sufficient.’ 

The little page started to his feet, and, regarding 
the speaker with flashing eyes, exclaimed, 'Hearken 
not to him, my Lord Prince! He is the cause of all 
the treachery!—he is the ruin and destruction of my 
uncle;—he has deceived you with his falsehoods !— 
and now, he would be his death ! ’ 

' How now, my young cousin! ’ said Clarenham, in 
a most irritatin g tone of indifference—you forget in 
what presence you are.’ 

' I do not,’ replied Arthur, fiercely. ' Before the 

0 
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Prince, Fulk Clareiiham, I declare you a false traitor! 
—and, if you dare deny it, there lies iny glove! ’ 

Fulk only replied by a scornful laugh, and, address¬ 
ing the Prince, said, ‘ May I pray of youi’ Grace not to 
be over severe with my young malapert relation.’ 

. One of the nobles spoke: You do not laiow 
what an adversary you have provoked, Fulk! The 
other day, 1 met my nephew, little Pierre, with an 
eye as black as the patch we used to wear in our 
yoiuig days of knight-errantry. " What wars have you 
been in. Master Pierre ? ” I asked. It was English 
Arthur who had fought with him, for mocldng at his 
talking of nothing but his uncle. But you need not 
colour, and look so abashed, little Englishman! I 
bear no more malice than I hope Pierre does—I only 
wish I had as bold a champion! I remember thine 
uncle, if he is the youth to whom the Constable sim- 
rendered at Navaretta, and of whom we made so 
much.’ 

‘Too much then, and too little afterwards,’ said 
old Sir John Chandos. 

‘ You do not know all, Chandos,’ said the Prince. 

‘ Pou do not yoiu’self know all, my Lord,’ said 
Arthur, tinning eagerly. ‘Lord de Clarenham has 
deceived you, and led you to imagine that my unele 
wished iU to me, and wanted to gain my lands; 
whereas it is he himself who wants to have me in his 
hands to bend me to liis will. It is he who has placed 
traitors in Chateau Norbelle to slay my uncle and 
deliver him to the enemy; they have already wounded 
him almost to death ’—^liere Ai’thm’s lips quivered, 
and he could hardly restrain a burst of tears—‘ and 
they have sent for Sir Oliver de Clisson, the butcher. 


Gaston will hold out us long as t^y can, 1ml if you 
Avill not send succours, my Lord, nie will—will he 
slain; and kind Gaston too; ’ and Arthur, unable to 
control himself any longer, covered his face with his 
hands, and gave way to a silent suppressed agony of sobs 
and tears. 

‘ Cheer thee, my boy,’ said the Prince, kindly; ‘ we 
will see to thine rmcle.’ Then, looking at his nobles, 
he continued, ‘ It seems that these varlets will allow 
us no more peace; and since there does in truth 
appear to be a Knight and Castle in jeopardy, one of 
you had, perhaps, better go with a small baud, and 
clear up this mystery. If it be as the boy saith, 
Lynwood hath had ford wrong. 

‘ I care not if I be the one to go, my Lord,’ said 
Chaudos; ‘ my men are ever kept in readiness, and a 
night’s gallop will do the lazy knaves all the good in 
the world.’ 

Ai-thur,- 'brushing off the tears, of which he was 
much ashamkl, looked at the old Knight in transpr^- t. 

‘Thanks, Chandos,’ said the Prince;^ ‘I would 
commit the matter to none so willingly as to you, 
though I scarce would have asked it, considering you 
were not quite so -p romp t on a late occasion.’ '.^cst-cL^ 

‘ Jly Lord of Pembroke will allow, however, that I 
did (^ome in time,’ saij^Sir John. ‘It was his own 
p resumptio n and f oolhifrdine.s s that got him into the 
scrape, and he was none the worse for the lesson he 
received. But this yoimg fellow seems to have met 
■with this mischance by no faidt of his own; and I am 
willing to see him righted; for he is a good lad as 
weU as a brave, as far as I have known him.’ 

‘ How came the tidings ?’ asked the Prince. ‘ Did 
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not olio of you Txiys say soiiiowhat of a iiiaii-at- 
arins i ’ ‘ 

‘ Yes, 111}' Lord,’ said ArLliiir; ' J oliii Ingram, my 
uncle’s own yeoman, lias come with all sjieed. I 
sent him to the guard-room, where he now waits in 
case you would see him.’ 

‘ Ay,’ said old Chaiulos, ‘ a man would Inn'e some 
assiu'anc e that he is not going on a fool’s errand ; 
]jot us have him here, my Lord.’ 

‘ Cause him to he summoned,’ said the Prince to 
Arthur. 

iSiqijiIiunt. Ecsccching. 

Slrait. Ncccl; nccessit}’. 

Malapert. Ill-niauuci’ccl; iiiiiicrtiiicnt 
Varicts. Eascals. 

Jeopardy. Danger. 
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CI-IAPTEE XLTl 

Tn a few minutes John Ingram made his appearance, 
the dust not yet wiped from his armour, his hair 
hanging in disordered nias.ses over his forehead, and his 
■j?iAfs-dVot comiiletely resting fr.qm the mastication of a 
huge piece of pasty. His tale, though confused, could 
not be for an instant doubted, as he told of the ptua- 
tion in which he had left Cluiteau Norbelle and its 
Castellane, ‘ the best Knight ever man could wish to 
live under. Well, he hath forgiven me, and given 
m e his han d upon it.’ 

‘ Porgiven thee—^for what ? ’ said the Prince. 

‘ Ah ! my Lord, I may sjieak of treason, but I am 
one of the traitors myself/ Did not the good Knight 
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leave me in charge to make my roumls constantly in 
the Ca.stle, while he slept after his long watching ? 
ami lo, there comes that wily rascal, the seneschal, 
Sanchez, with his ‘ Tis a cold night, friend John ; the 
Knight wakes thee np early; come down to the 
buttery, and crack a cup of sack in all friendliness! ’ 
Hown then go I, oaf that I was, thinking that, may he, 
our Knight was over strict and harsh, and pulled the 
reins so tight, that a poor man-at-arms must needs 
get a little diversion now and then—as the proverb 
say.s, “ "When the cat’s away, the mice may play.” Hut 
it was drugged, mj" Lord, else -when would one cup of 
spiced wine have so overcome me that I knew nought 
till I heard Master Gaston shouting treason in the 
courtyard like one frantic ? But the Knight has for¬ 
given me, and I have sworn to our bleissed Lady of 
Taunton, and St. Joseph of Glastonbury, that not a 
draught of wine, spiced or unspiced, shall again cross 
my lips.’ 

' A wholesome vow,’ said the Prince; ‘ and here is 
a token to make thee remember it,’—and he placed 
in the hand of the yeoman a chain of some value. 
‘ Go to the guard-room, where you shall be well enter¬ 
tained till such time as we need thee again, as we may, 
if you have been, as you say, long in Sir Eustace 
Lynwood’s service. But what now? Hast more 
to say ?’ 

‘I would say—so please you, my Lord—that I 
pray you but to let me ride back to Chateau Norbelle 
with this honourable Knight, for I owe all service to 
Sir Eustace, nor could I rest till 1 know how it fares 
with him.’ 

‘ As you will, good fellow,’ said the Prince; ' and 
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you, Chondos, conic witli me to my cliamber—I would 
.speak with 3'ou before you depart.’ 

' Lord,’ said Arthur, ‘ would ^mu but grant me 
one boon—to go with Sir John to Chateau Norbelle ? ’ 

‘ You too ? You would almost make me think 
3'ou all drawn by witchcraft to this Castle!’ ]>ut 
Arthur’s eagerness extorted a consent, and he rode off 
amid Sir John Chandos’s troop, boldly enough at firist, 
but l^y and b}' .so .sleepily that, as night advanced. 
Sir John ordered him to be placed in front of a 
trooper, and he soon lost all perception of the rough 
rajiid pace at which they travelled. It was broad daj’ 
when he was awakened b}’ a halt, and the first thing 
he heard was, ‘There is St. George’s pennon still .safe!’ 

He sat upright, gazed eagerl}’ forwards, and beheld 
a tall dark tower rising by the bank of a stream at 
some distance. ‘ Chateau Norbelle ? ’ he asked. 

‘ Oh, ho! mj" little page,’ said Chandos. ‘ You are 
alh’e again, are 3'Ou ? A3’’, Chateau Horbelle it is— 

and we are in time it seems! Ihit let us have 3’’ou on 
yoiiv own steed again. And let us see—^if Oli’S’er be 
there himself, we shall have sharp work. A3', keep 
j'ou b}' the .side of the old master leech there—he will 
be sure to kee]) out of peril. How—close in—lances 
in rest—bows bent. Forward banner! ’ 

Arthur, b3’’ no means approving of the companion- 
.ship assigned him, contrived to wedge iiv his pony a 
little in the rear of Sir John’s two Squires, as the 
whole squadron rode down the slojje of the hill, and 
up the ascent on which the Castle stood. Loud cries 
and shrieks from within began to strike their ear.s— 
the clash of arms—all the tumult of attack and 
defence raging f3arfull3’’ high and wild. 
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* Ho, ho ! friend Oliver!—we have you in a iray I ’ 
Fnid old Chandos, in high glee, as he drew up close 
without the walls. ' Neville, guard the gates! ’ 

He signed to about half his band to remain with¬ 
out, and cut off the retreat of the enemy. The Jew 
doctor cliose his post in their rear, close to the Castle 
moat—but not so Artluu-. Unnoticed and forgotten, 
he still kept close behind the Squii'e, who rode along¬ 
side of Sir John Chandos, as he crossed the draw¬ 
bridge. The Castle gate was open, and showed a wild 
confused mass of struggling men and flashing arms. 
It was the last, most furious onset, when Clisson, en¬ 
raged by the long resistance of so weak a garrison, 
was c oncentratin g his strength in one effort, and, in 
the excitement of the assault, he had failed to remark 
that his sentinels had t ransgres sed his orders, and 
mingled with the crowd, who were striving, by force 
of numbers, to overwhelm the small troop of defenders 
of the bartizan. 

In rushed Chandos, shouting his war-cry!—In 
dashed his stout warriors, and loud and fierce pealed 
forth, 'St. George! St. George!’ drowning the now 
feebler note of ' Montjoie, St. Denis! ’ and fearful were 
the shrieks of horror and of i)aiii that rose mingled 
with it. Hemmed in, attacked in front and rear, 
their retreat cut off, the French looked in vain for 
escape; some went down beneath the tremendous 
charge of the English, some cried for mercy, and- sur¬ 
rendered as prisoners. ^ Oliver de Clisson himself, 
seeing that all was lost, swinging round his head his 
heavy battle-axe, opened for himself a way, and, with-a 
few followers, broke through the men whom Chandos 
had left outside, and, cutting down a groom who was 
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holding it, captured one of Ins led horses, on which 
he rode ofi' at his leisure, confident in his own gigantic 
strength. 

So little resistance had been ofiered, that Ai’thiu*’R 
bold advance had involved him in little danger; he 
was borne onwards, and only was conscious of a 
frightful tumult, where all seemed to be striking and 
crushing together. At last, there was something of a 
hdl; the cries of mercy, and offers to surrender, alone 
were lieard. Arthur found his pony standing still, 
and himself pressed hither and thither by the crowd, 
from which he knew not how to escape. 

Above these various sounds he heard an opening 
door—there was a press forward, which carried him 
with it. The heavy doors, shivered here and there by 
Clisson’s axe, had been thrown wide open; but the 
crowd closed in—^lie saw no more. He threw him¬ 
self from his pony, struggled forwards, and at last, 
emerging between the arms of'two tall men, he beheld 
Sir John Chandos dismounting from his war-horse, 
which was held by a grim, bloody, dusty figure in 
broken armour, whose length of limb, and the crisp, 
black, curled hair that showed through the shattered 
helmet, proved that it could be no other than Gaston 
himself. 

Arthur darted forwards, his heart upon his lii)s; 
but neither Hnight nor Squire had eye or ear for 
him; they were hastily exchanging queries about— 
he knew not what—they were not of his uncle; and, 
borne on by his impatience, he hurried past them up 
the narrow stone stair. More than one coiqjse—a 
ghastly sight—^lay on the steps, but he hastened on; 
half a dozen men were standing on the stones at the 
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top, all, like Gaston, dusty and gory, and leaning on 
their ^Yeapons, or on the wall, as if exhausted. They 
weralooikmg intently at the court, and gave no heed# 
lo the hoy, as he ran on into the hall. Two men lay 
there groaning before the fire. Arthur stood and 
hioked round, hesitating whether to ask them for his 
uncle: but, perceiving the spiral stairs, quickly 
ascended. Par and far up he wound, till he came to 
a low - browed arch; he paused, and saw a large 
vaulted room, through the loophole window of which 
shone a yellow stream of golden sunshine. There 
was a low bed in one corner, and on it lay a motion¬ 
less form. On tiptoe, and with a throbbing heart, the 
boy apj)roached; he saw the face—it was ghastly 
pale. He stood transfixed—could it be?—^j^es, it 
must still be, his own Uncle Eustace! 

Mastication. Tlie act of eating. 

Q neries. Q uestions. 


CHAPTEE XLIII 

XT was still very early, and the narrow line of sky ^ 
seen from the turret window was gilded by the bright 
pale-gi‘een light of morning, when Sir Eustace awoke. 
All around was perfectly still, and he could have 
believed himself waking merely from a dream of 
tumult and distm-bance, but for his feelings of j)ain 
and weakness. At some little distance lay, on a 
softly-dressed sheepskin, the oriental figure of the 
Jewish mediciner, and, at the foot of his own bed, the 
unexpected form of little Ai'thur reclined, half sitting, 
half lying, with his head resting on his crossed arms, 
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and ]iis long cnrls floating over them. All was a 
riddle to his mi.sty remembrance, clouded by weakness; 
r.and, in vague uncertain recollections and cpnjeetures, 
the time I’olled away, till the sounds of awakening and 
calls of the warders within the Castle betokened that 
it was occupied by no small number of persons. Still 
Arthur slept on, and Eustace abstained from the 
.slightest movement that could di.sturb him, till a step 
stole quietly to the door, and Claston’s head was seen 
cautiou.sly and anxiou.sl}'’ looking in. Eustace, raising 
his liand, Ijeckoned him, and made a sign of silence. 

‘ ITow is it with you, Sir hlustace ? It must needs 
be better. I see a light in your eye once more.’ 

‘ I am another man since j'esterday, Gaston; but 
1)0 careful—see there.’ 

‘ Little fear of breaking such sleep ns that,’ said 
Gaston. ‘ 'Tis a noble-hearted little fellow, and if 
matters go Ijetter with us henceforth, it will be his 
work.’ 

‘ ^Vhat is become of Clisson ? ’ 

‘ He was riding off headlong when Master Henry 
Neville last beheld him, gaining thereby a soun^l 
rating from old Chandos.’ 

‘ Sir John Chandos here ? ’ 

‘ East asleep in your own carved chair, with his 
feet on the oaken settle,’ 

‘ Sir John Chandos! ’ again exclaimed Eustace. 

‘ Even so. All thanks to that brave young 
damoiseau who-’ 

Here Gaston’s ardour had the effect of awakening 
the doctor, who immediatclj’’ began to grumble at his 
patient’s admitting visitors without permission. By 
the time he had examined Eustace’s wounds and pro- 
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iioimcecl him to be j)rogressing favourablj’, the whole 
Castle was up and awake, and Arthur, against his 
will, was sent down to attend on Sir John Chandos at 
breakfast, when scarce satisfied that his uncle could 
speak to him.^ ^ 

-Til p^^ss of time he came up to announce a visit 
from C^iandt^ himself, and close on his steps followed 
the stalwiU'U “old warrior. Pausing at the door, he 
looked around him, struck with the aspect of the 
dungeon-like apartment, still more rugged in the 
morning light than in the evening gloom—the bare 
rough walls, an arrow sticking between the stones 
immediately above the Knight’s head, the want of 
furniture, the Knight’s own mantle and that of 
Gaston both called into r equi sition to protect him 
from the damp chill night air, their bright hues and 
rich embroidery contrasting with the s^Jialid appear-< 
ance of all around, as, indeed, did the noble though 
pale features of the wounded man himself, and the 
graceful attire and shining hair of the fair young boy 
who stood over him. But Sir John beheld all with 
no dissatisfaction. 

‘ Well, my brave young Sir,’ said he, advancing, 

' how is it with you this morning ? You look 
cheerily: I trust we shall soon have you on horse¬ 
back again.’ 

. 'Thanks to the blessed saints and to you. Sir 
John,’ replied Eustace. ‘ I fear you fared ill last 
night for,’—and he looked round with a smile—' you 
see, I occupy the state bedchamber.’ 

‘ The better. Sir Eustace,’ said Chandos. ' It does 
my heart good to see such a chamber as this—none 
of the tapestry and hangings which our young 
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Knights nowadays fence ilieinselves with, as if they 
kept out the foe—this is wliat it is meant for—a 
stronghold, and not a hower. I’ll liave my dainty 
young Master Neville up liere, to see how a good 
Knight sliould be lodged.’ 

‘ T fear he would scarce consider it as an example;’ • 
said Eustace, smiling, ‘ since all our simplicity woidd 
not liave availed to protect us, but for yoim coming. 
AVe little dreamt to see this morning’s light.’ 

‘ True, hut where should I look for a garrison to 
make such a defence as you and yom* Squire have 
done ? AA^hen I saw the spot, and looked at the 
numbers, and heard how long you had held out, 
methought 1 was returned once more to the good old 
days of Calais. And here this youth of mine, not yet 
with his spurs, though I dare say full five years older 
than you, inust needs look sour upon it, because he 
has to sleep on a settle for one night—and that, too, 
when he has let Oliver de Clisson slip through his 
fingers, without so much as a scratch taken or given 
on either side! It grieves my very soul to think on 
it! But all has gone to rack and ruin since the 
Prince has been unaljle to set the example.’ 

‘ Is the Prince better in health ? ’ 

'Yes—^so they say—^but his looks tell another 
tale, and I never expect to see him on horseback 
again,’ said the old warrior, with a deej) sigh. ‘ But I 
luiA^e to do his bidding here, and have much to ask of 
you. Sir Eustace; and I do it the more willingly, that 
I rejoice to see a braA'^e man righted.’ 

‘ Has the Prince, then, commanded an inquiry into 
my conduct ? ’ exclaimed Eustace, joyfully. ‘ It is 
Avhat I have eA-^er most Avarmly desired.’ 
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‘ Aud know yon whom j'^ou have to thank ? ’ said 
Sir John. ‘ That youngster who stands at your leet 
—'twas he that, with little Prince Edward, burst into 
the council, and let not another word he said till he 
liad told yom’ need, given Fulk Clarenhaiu the lie, 
direct, and challenged him to prove his words. 
Pray when is the defiance to be fought out, Sii* 
Page?' 

Arthur coloured crimson, and looked down; then 
raising his glowing face, said firmly, ‘ To-morrow, if 
need were. Sir—^for God woidd defend the right! ’ 

‘ Eoundly spoken. Master Page! But let not your 
early years be all talk, nothing worth.’ 

‘The same warning that you gave to me. Sir 
John,’ said Eustace. 

‘ When you thought I looked coldly and chujdishly 
on your new-won honours,’ said Sir John. ‘ I own I 
thought the Prince was bestowing knighthood over 
lightly—and so do I say still. Sir Eustace. But I 
saw, afterwards, that you were not so easily uplifted • 
as I had thought. I saw you as diligent in the study 
of all that was knightly as if your spurs were yet to 
earn, and I knew the Prince had a brave yoimg servant 
ill you.’ 

‘ If he would have trusted me! ’ said Eustace. 

‘ He hath been deceived 1^' the flatterers who have 
gained his ear. It should not have been thus had I 
been at coimt; but things have been much against my 
counsel. It may be that I have been too p laiji 
spoken—forgetting that he is not the boy who used 
to bo committed to my charge—it may be that he 
hath been over hasty—and yet, when I look on his 
changed mien and wasted face, I can scarce blame 
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him, nor must, you, Sir EusLacc, though cruel injustice 
luitli, 1 Jear, been done you.’ 

‘ 1 blame our glorious Prince! ’ exclaimed the 
young Knight. ‘ I would as soon blame tlm .sun in 
heaven because the clouds hide his face from me for a 
time! ’ 


Oriental Belonging to the East. 
Medicincr, Doctor. 

Itatiwj. Scolding. 


CHAPTEPt XLIV 

‘The clouds are likely to be dispersed with a 
vengeance,’ said Cliandos. ‘ The confession of yonder 
mutinous traitors will clear you from all that your 
accusers have said, by proving their villainy and 
baseness!’ 

‘ How ? Sanchez and his fellows ? Have they 
surrendered ? ’ 

‘ Yes. They kept themselves shut up in Mont- 
fort’s tower until they lost all hope of relief from 
their friends without; then, being in fear of starva¬ 
tion, they were forced to surrender, and came forth, 
praying that their lives might be sj)ared. I, as you 
'p may suppose, would as lief have sj)ared the life of a 
d wolf, and the halters were already romid their necks, 
when your dark-visaged Squire prayed me to attempt 
to gain a confession from them; and, sure enough, 
they told a marvellous tale:—that Clarenham had 
jDlaeed them here to deliver you u^j to the enemy, 
whom they were to admit by a secret passage—^and 
that they would have done it, long since, save that 
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yon find your Squire not only discovered tlio i)a8Rugo, 
Lilt showed siicli A^iliuice, and so I'nistrated all their 
jdaii?, that they firmly believed that you held 
coiauierce with tlie foul fiend. Did you, in truth, 
Rusjiect their treachery ? ’ 

‘ iTes,’ replied Eustace, looking at Artlmr. ‘ Tlic 
recognition of the One-Eyed Basque in the seneschal 
woidd have been sufficient to set us on our guard.’ 

‘But the passage?’ asked Sir John, ‘what know¬ 
ledge had you of that ? for the}’ vow that you could 
never have discovered it hut hy art magic.’ 

‘ "We found it hy long and diligent search.’ 

‘ And what led you to search. Sir Eustace ? If 
you can clear up the matter, it will he the better for 
you: for this accusation of witchcraft will hang to 
you like a burr—the more, perhaps, as you are some¬ 
what of a scholar! ’ 

‘ It was I who warned him of it. Sir Knight,’ said 
Arthur, stepping forward. 

‘ You, young Page! ’ exclaimed Sir John. ‘ Ai’e 
you jesting? Ha! then you must have, page-like, 
been eaves-dropping!—I should scarce have thought 
it of you.’ 

‘ Oh, uncle! ’ exclaimed Arthur, in great distress, 
‘you do not believe me capable of aught so un- 
knightly ? Do hut say that you, at least, trust my 
word, when I say that I learnt their plots hy no 
means unbecoming the son of Sir Eeginald Lyn¬ 
wood.’ 

‘ I believe you fully, Arthur,’ replied his uncle; 
‘ the more, that I should have been the last person to 
whom you would have brought information gained in 
such a fashion.’ 
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‘ And liow was it gained ?’ asked Sir John. 

‘ 'J’liat/ said the boy, ‘ is a secret 1 uni bound 
never to disclose.’ 

‘ Strange, passing strange,’ rei)eated the old Knight, 
shaking his head. ‘ Clarenhani and Ashton would 
scarce have taken any into their councils who woidd 
warn you. And ycju will or can tell no more ? ’ 

‘ Nu more,’ replied the boy. ‘ I was bidden 
.secretly to warn my uncle of the entrance to the 
vaults, and of the treachery of tliis villain garrison. 
I did so, and he who says aught dishonourable of him 
or of me lies in his throat.’ 

‘ ('an you read this riddle. Sir Eustace ? ’ asked 
Chandos, looking rather suspiciously at the very faint 
glow which mantled in the white cheek of the 
wounded Knight. 

‘ I know nothing but what he has told you. Sir 
John,’ replied he. 

'Kor guess aught ?’said Sir John; ‘l)ut perhajjs 
that is sciirce a fair query; and I will to the rest of 
my business, though it is scarce needed—only I 
would have the Prince see the full extent of the false¬ 
hoods with which he has been gulled.’ And he then 
proceeded to inquire into the circiun^aiiices of Lady 
Eleanor’s funeral, the brawling, the Adolent abstraction 
of Arthur, and of a considerable portion of his 
jn’operty, and the long delay, which had given his 
enemies so much opportunity to blacken his character. 
Eustace explained all fully to the satisfaction of 
Chandos, and appealed to numerous witnesses. 

'That is well,’ said- the old Knight. ‘We shall 
have it all clear as daylight;—and the only wonder 
is, that the Prince could be so long deceived by such 
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iiioustroiis liilsehoocls. Let me see—^}'oiu‘ right tu the 
wardship is established, i ’ 

‘Yes; it hath been so decided by the Bishop of 
Winchester. 

‘And let me tell you, Sm Eustace, you did yoiu’- 
self little good by getting the interest of the Duke of O 
Dincaster. Methought it stiU fiu-ther prejudiced the 
Prince.’ 

‘ It was justice that I sought, not favoiu’,’ said 
Eustace. 

‘The knightly view,’ said Ste dohii; ‘and it was 
more the work of yoiu* friends than yoiu'self; but I 
never loved that ;^uug John of Lancaster, and stiU 
less since he hath seemed w'illing to make a party for • 
himself I trow he hath given the Prince a distrust 
of all imcles. Ha! little varlet I’ added he, as he met . 
Arthm-’s eyes—‘if you can keep one secret, keep 
another, or, still better, forget what I hai'e said. 
Understandest thou ? ’ 

‘ I w'ill answer for him,’ said Eustace. 

‘ And now,’ said Chandos, ‘ I must be on my way 
back. But what is to be done with the boy ? ’ 

‘ Oh, I remain here,’ cried Artlum, eagerly. ‘ The 
Prince consented. Oh, I pray of you to let me stay 
hera’ 

‘ In this dismal old Castle, Ai’thur,' said Eustace, 

‘ apart from all your playmates ? It will not be like 
home, remember: for scai-ce ever will you be able to 
go beyond the w'aUs—and with me lying here, and 
Gaston always occupied, you will find it weary work.’ 

‘ iSTot with you. Uncle Eustace ! I shall sit by 
you, and tend you, and read to you. It is so long 
since I have been with you! Oh, send me not away ! 
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I care lor no playmate—for nothing in the wide 
world, as for you ! ’ 

‘ ’Well, let him e’en stay,’ said Sir John; ' it will be 
a better training for him than among the gilded little 
varlets who are cockered up among Princess Joan’s 
ladies.’ 

The two.^ Knights had next to arrange some 
matters respecting the garrison; Sii’ John leaving a 
sufficient number of men to secure the Castle in case 
of a second attack. He was somewhat inclined to 
leave Master Henry Keville to command them: hut 
consideration for Eustace and Gaston induced him to 
-. spare the young gentleman a sojoui;::ii which he would 
'• have regarded as so far from enviable, fc I^or was the 
leech more desirous of a lengthened stay with a 
- patient whom he suspected to he miahle to re qui te 
him for the discomforts which he might endure in his 
service. He therefore pronounced Sir Eustace to 
stand in no further need of his attentions; and 
recommending rest, and providing him with good 
store of remedies, he saddled his nude to accompany 
Sir John Chandos. 

The old Commander took his leave, with many 
kind wishes for Sir Eustace’s speedy recovery, and 
promises that he should ere long hear from Bordeaux. 
In ten minutes more Arthiu’, standing at the window, 
announced that the troop was riding off, with Clisson’s 
liennon home among them in triumph, and Sanchez 
■■*-aud his accomplices, with their hands tied, and their 
feet fastened together beneath the bodies of theii’ 
horses. 

Bun\ Tlie prickl}’^ liead of the burdock plant. 

JEaves-dropjnng. Listening secretly. 
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Manllcd. Crimsoned the face. 

GuIM. Deceived. 

Coclxrcd itjj. Pampered ; spoiled. 

Their feet fastened together. So that they should not be able to 
attempt an escape. 


CHAPTEE XLY 

Four or five weeks liatl passed awaj* since Sir John 
Cliandos had quitted the Cliateau Norbelle. 

The Knight liad nearly recovered his full strength, 
but still wore his broken arm in a scarf, wlten, one 
evening, as he was sitting on the battlements, 
delighting the ears of Artlnu- and of Gaston wth an 
interminable romance of cliivalry, three or fom- horse¬ 
men, bearing the coloiu-s and badges of the Black 
Prince, were descried riding towards the Castle. 
Knight, Squire, and Page instantly descended to the 
com-tyard, wliich, in short space, was entered by 
the messengers, the principal of whom, an elderly 
man-at-arms, respectfully saluted the Knight, and 
delivered to him a parchment scroll, tied with silk of 
scarlet and blue, supporting the heaiy seal of the 
Prince of lYules and Duke of Aquitaine, and 
addressed to the hands of the honourable Knight 
Banneret Sir Eustace LjTiwood, CasteUane of the 
Chateau Korbelle. Tliis document bore the signatiu-e 
of Edward himself, and contained his mandate to 
Eustace, to come immediately to his court at Bor¬ 
deaux, leaving the command of the Chateau Korbelle 
to the bearer. 

The old man-at-ai'ms was closely questioned all the 
evening respecting the state of the coiu-t, but he cordd 



214 


THE LANCES OF LYNWOOD 


CHAP. 


give little information. Sir John Chandos was at 
Bordeaux, and had daily attended the council, to 
which tlie Prince was deA'^oting more attention than 
usual; a A'-essel had also arrwed hearing letters from 
England to the Prince; this Avas all the information 
that could he obtained. 

The next morning Eustace, AAuth Gaston, Ai’thur, 
and Ingram, all full of expectation, and delighted at 
the change from the gloomy, solitary, old Castle, Avere 
all posting on their Avay back to Bordeaux. They 
slejit at an hostel about • tAveh'^e miles from the toAAm, 
—^first, hoAveA^er, by desire of the Prince’s messengers, 
sending Ingram on to annoimce their speedy arrival, 
and about ten in the morning rode into the 
towm. 

There was eAddently some grand spectacle at hand, 
for the Bordelais, gentle and simj)le, in holiday habits, 
Avere proceeding in the direction of the palace; but 
the Knight and his attendants had no time to AA^ait 
for inquiries, and pressed on Avith the stream to the 
gates of the com-tyard, AAdiere they found AA’^arders 
placed, to keep back the dense throng of people. At 
the mention of Sir Eustace’s name they readily and 
respectfully admitted him and his companions into the 
court. 

‘ Ha! ’ cried Gaston, ‘ Avhat means this ? is there a 
tilt toAvards ? This reminds me of the good old days, 
ere the Prince fell ill. The list.s, the galleries, the 
ladies, the Prince’s OAvn chair of state, too! Oh, >Sir 
Eustace, I could tear my hair that you cannot yet use 
yoiu' SAA'ord arm! ’ 

‘ Can it be a challenge on the part of Eulk ? ’ said 
Eustace, ‘ or a reply to yours, Arthur ? Yet that am 
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hardly be. And see, there is no barrier in the midst, 
only a huge block. What can be intended ? 

*1 do not see Agnes among the ladies in the 
galleries,’ said Ai’tluir, looking xip as eagerlj*, and inoi*e 
openly, than his uncle was doing. ‘And oh, here 
conies the Princess,—^yes, and Lord Ed^Yard and little 
Lord Eichard with her! And here is the Prince 
himself leaning on the Earl of Cambridge! Uncle 
Eitstace, Lord Edward is beckoning to me! May I 
run to him ? * 

‘ Come with me, since I must present myself/ said 
Eustace, dismounting, as one of the Prince’s Squires 
held his horse. 

‘And, oh! who is yonder dark-browed dwarfish 
Knight .at the Prince’s right hand ? ’ cried Ai*thui% 

Eustace could scarcely believe his ej^es, as he looked 
where the boy pointed. 

The royal party were now seated in full array on 
their raised platform; the Prince upon his chair of 
state, with more of brightness in his eye and of vigour 
in his movements than when Eustace had last seen 
liini; and at his side sat his wife,—her features still 
retaining the majestic beauty of Joan Plantagenet, the 
Fair Maid of Kent—^but worn and faded with anxiety. 
She watched her princely Lord with an ej^e full of 
care, and could scarcely spare attention for the lovely 
child who clung to her side, and whose brilliantly fair 
complexion, wayy flaxen hair, high brow, and perfectly 
formed though infantine features, already promised 
that remarkable beauty which distinguished the coun¬ 
tenance of Eicliard 11. On tlie other side of the 
Prince sat his sister-in-law, the Countess of Cam¬ 
bridge, a Spanish Infanta: .and lier husbcand, Edmund, 



216 


THE LANCES OF LYNWOOD 


CHAP. 


afterwards Duke of York, was beside the Princess of 
Wales. 

But more wonderful still, among them stood the 
Constable of France. The two boys. Prince Edward 
and his cousin Henry of Lancaster, were stationed as 
pages on each side of the Princess, but as their play¬ 
fellow, Arthur, advanced with his uncle, they both 
sprang down the steps of the gallery to meet him, and 
each took a hand. Edward, however, first bethinking 
himself of the respect which. Prince as he was, he 
owed to a belted Knight, made his reverence to Sir 
Eustace, who, at a sign from the Prince of Wales, 
mounted the steps and bent his knee to the ground 
before him. 

‘ Nay, Sir Eustace,’ said the Prince, bending foi*- 
ward, ' it is rather I who should kneel to you for 
pardon; I have used you ill, Eustace, and, I fear me, 
transgressed the pledge which I gave to your brother 
on the plain of Navaretta.’ 

‘ Oh, say not so, my gracious liege,’ said Eustace, 
as tears gathered in his eyes,—it was but that your 
noble ear was deceived by the slanders of my 
foes! ’ 

‘ True, Sir Eustace—^yet, once, Edward of England 
would not have heard a slanderous tale against one of 
his well-proved Knights without sifting it well. But 
I am not as once I was—sickness hath umierved me, 
and, I fear me, hath often led me to permit what may 
have dimmed my fame. YHio would have dared to 
tell me that I shoidd suffer my castles to be made 
into traps for my faithful Knights ? And now. Sir 
Eustace, that I am about to repair my injustice towards 
you, let me feel, as a man whose account for this 
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■world must ere long be closed, that T have j-our for¬ 
giveness.’ 

The Prince took the hand of the young Knight, 
who struggled hard with his emotion. ‘ And liere is 
another friend,’ he added —‘ a firmer friend, though 
I'oe, than you have found some others.’ 

' "Well met, my chivalrous godson,’ said the Constable 
du Gue-sclin, holding out his hand. ‘ I rejoice that 
my neighbour, Oliver, did not put an end to your feats 
of arms.’ 

‘ I marvel-,’ Eustace hardlj’’ found words, be¬ 

tween wonder and condolence. The Prince caught 
the import of his hesitating sentences. 

‘He thinks you a prisoner. Sir Bertrand,’ he said. 
‘ Xo, Sir Eustace, Messire the Constable is captive only 
in his goodwill to you. I wrote, to pray him to send 
me his witness to those last words of your brother, 
since you had ever appealed to him, and he replied by 
an offer, which does us too much honour, to become 
our guest.’ 

‘ I am no scribe, apart from my fairy Dame Tiphaine,’ 
said Du Guesclin, abruptly. ‘ It cost mo less pains to 
ride hither,—^liesides that I longed to renew my old 
English acquaintances, and see justice done to you, fair 
godson.’ 

‘Ha! Sir Bertrand, thou recreant!—so no other 
spell drew thee hither ? Thou hast no gallantry even 
for such an occasion as this! ’ said a gay voice. 

‘ How should the ill-favoured Knight deal in gal¬ 
lantries ? ’ said Du Guesclin, tiuming. ‘ Here is one 
far fitter for your Grace’s eyes.’ 

‘And you, discourteous Constable, were keeping 
him for your own behoof, when all. my maidens have 
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been speaking for weeks of no name Init the Knight 
of the beleaguered Castle! ’ 

And Eustace had to kiss tlie fair hand of the 
Princess of Wales. 

Intcrminahle. Yeiylong; almost enclles.®. 

Scroll. A I’oll of parclimeut. 

The Bordelais, Tlie inhabitants of Bordeaux. 


CHAPTEE XLVI 

In the meantime, the three boys were whispering 
together. ‘ It is all well, all gloriously well, is it not, 
Ai’thur, as I told you ? ’ said Edward. ‘ I knew my 
father would settle all in his own noble fashion.’ 

‘ ’\Wiat said the master of the Damoiseaux ? ’ asked 
Aj.*thur, as the sight of that seA’^ere functionary reAdA'^ed 
certain half-forgotten terrors. ' 

‘ Oh, he, the old crab-stock! ’ said Henry,—‘ he 
looked sour enough at first; Imt EdAAnrd kept your 
counsel Avell, till you Avere safe at a good distance from 
Bordeaux; and then, though he said someAA'hat of 
complaining to my Lord the Prince, it Avas too late to 
mend it. And Avhen Sir John Chandos came back, 
and bade him be content, he AmAved you Avere enough 
to spoil a Avhole host of pages; but did not Ave all 
Avish some of our uncles would get themseh’^es betrayed?’ 

‘ But Avliat means all this preparation ? ’ asked 
Arthur—' these lists ! Oh, surely, there is not to be 
a tourney, AAdiieh I haA’^e so longed to see! ’ 

‘ Ko,’ said EdAvard, ‘ that cannot be, my mother 
says, Avhile my father is still so AA^eakly and ill. But 



X1.VI 


THE LANCES OF LYNWOOD 


21S> 


there are the trumpets! you will soon see what, will 
hefall.’ 

Ami, with a loud blast of trumpets, the gorfjcously 
arrayed heralds rode into the court, followed by a 
guard of halberdiers, in the midst of whom rode a 
Knight in bright .armour, his visor closed, but his 
shield and crest marking the llaron of Clarcnluim. 

‘When the trumpets had cwised, and the proeossi«)n 
reached the centre of the lists, they hailed, and drew 
up in order,—the ])rinclpal hciaild, Aquitaine, immedi¬ 
ately in front of the I’rince. After another short 
clear trumjiet-blast, Aquitaine unrolled a parchment, 
and, in a loud voice, proclaimed the confession of I'ulk, 
Karon of Clarenham, of his foul and unknightly con¬ 
duct, in attempting to l)ctray the person of the good 
Knight and true, ISustace Lynwood, Knight Kanneret, 
with that of his Esquire, and of certain other trusty 
and well-beloved subjects of his liege Lord, King 
Edward of England, together with the forl.alice, called 
Ch.ateau Korhelle, in the county of Gascony, apper- 
Laining to my Lord. Edward, Prince of "Wales and 
Duke of Aquitaine, into the hands of the enemy— 
having for that purpose tampered with and seduced 
Thiljault Sianchez, Seneschal of the Castle, Tristan de 
la Eleche, and certain others, who, having confessed 
their crime, have received their daserts, by l)eing hung 
on a gallows—upon which same gallows it was decreed 
bj' the authority of the Prince, Duke and Governor 
of Aquitaine, that the shield of Eulk de Clarenham 
should be hung—^lie himself being degraded from the 
honours and privileges of knighthood, of which he had 
proved himself unworthy—and his lands forfeited to 
the King, to be disposed of at his pleasure. 
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Clarenliam was then compelled to dismoimt from 
his horse, and to place, first one foot, and tlien the 
other, uiion the block, where a broad red-faced cook, 
r<aising his cleaver, cut off the golden spm’s. Sir John 
Chandos, as Constable of Aquitaine, then came forward, 
and, taking the shield from the arm of Clarenliam, 
gave it, reversed, into the hands of one of the heralds, 
who carried it away. Tlie belt, another token of 
knighthood, was next unbuckled, and Chandos, taking 
the sword, broke it in three pieces across his knee, 
saying,' Lie there, dishonoured steel! ’ and throwing 
it down by the spurs. Lastly, the helmet, with the 
baronial bars across the visor, was removed, and thrown 
to the ground, leaving visible the dark countenance, 
where the paleness of shame and the flush of rage 
alternated. 

‘ And now, away with the traitor, away with the 
recreant Knight! out upon him! ’ cried in a loud voice 
Sir John Chandos, while the shout was taken up by a 
deafening multitude of voices—in the midst of wliich 
the degraded Knight and landless Baron made his way 
to the gate, and, as he passed out, a redoubled storm 
of shouts and j'ells arose from without. 

‘ Out upon the traitor! ’ cried Harry of Lancaster 
with the loudest. ' Away with him! But, Edward, 
and you too, Ai'thur, why shout you not ? Hate you 
not traitors and treason ? ’ 

' I would not join my voice with the rabble,’ said 
Edward, ‘and it makes me sad to see knighthood 
fallen. '\^niat say you, Arthur ? ’ 

‘ Alas! he is my mother’s kinsman,’ said Arthiu-, 
‘and I loved his name for her sake as for that of 
Agnes too. Where is Agnes ? 



xLvn 


THE LAXCES OF LYX^VOOD 


221 


‘ In the Convent of the Benofliutino nuns,’ Mid 
E<hvard. ‘ But in your ear, Arthur, what sjiy yoti to 
our plan that slie sliall he heiress of her bi-otlier’s 
lands, on condition of her wedding—guess wlioni ? ’ 

' Xot mine uncle! Oh, Lord ]5dward, is it really 
so ? ITow rejoiced old Ralph would he! ’ 

‘ Speak not of it, Arthur—it was my mother who 
told me, when Agnes craved permission to go to the 
Convent, and I feared she would hecomc one of those 
hlack-veiled nuns, and I should never see her more.’ 

‘ Where is my uncle ? ’ a.sked Arthur, gazing round. 
' T thought he was standing by the I.iuly Princess’s 
chair-’ 

‘ He went to speak to Sir John Chandos, but now,’ 
.said Prince Henry, ‘but I sec him not. Mark! what 
a lull in the sounds without 1 ’ 

Crab-stoch Henry comp.srcs llie innstcr to the rugged stock or 
trunk of a sour crab-npplc tree. 

Glcarcr. A small lintcliet. 

Lull. A p:mse. 


CHAPTEPt XLVII 

In fact, the various cries of execration which had 
assailed Eulk Clarenham on his exit from the gates 
of the Castle, after sounding more and more violent 
for some minutes, had suddenly died away almost into 
stillness—^aud the cause was one little guessed at 
within the court. The unhappy Fulk was moving 
onwards, almost as in a dream, without aim or object, 
other than to seek a refuge from the thousand eyes 
that marked his disgrace, and the tongues that up¬ 
braided him with it; but, in leaving the court, he 
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entered upon a scene wliere dfinger, as well as disgrace, 
was to be apprehended. Tlie rabble of the town, ever 
pleased at tlie foil of one whose station was higher 
than their own, mindful of unpaid debts, and harsh 
and scornful demeanour, and, as native.s, rejoiced at 
the misfortune of a foreigner, all joined in one ciy of 
—‘ Away with the recreant Englishman !—down with 
him !—down witli him ! ’ Every hand was armed 
with a stone, and bi-ief would have been Fulk’s space 
for ]3?pentance, had not the cry in its savage tones 
strucK upon the ear of Eustace as he stood in the lists, 
receiving the congratulations of Sir John Chandos 
and of other Knights, who, with changed demeanour, 
came to greet the favoured hero. 

‘ They will murder him,’ exclaimed Eustace; and 
breaking from his new friends, he made his way to 
the gate, and hurried into the town, just as Fulk had 
fallen to tlie ground, struck by a heavy stone hurled 
by the hand of no other than John Ingram. He 
rushed forward amid the hail of stone.s, and, as he 
lifted Clarenham’s head, called out, ‘How is this? 
Brave men of Bordeaux, would you become murderers? 
Is this like honourable men, to triumph over the 
fallen? ’ 

They held back in amazement for a second; then, 
as Eustace knelt by him and tried to recall his con¬ 
sciousness, murmurs arose, ‘‘Whj’^ interferes he with 
our affairs ? He is English,’ and they all held to¬ 
gether. ' Another of the purse-proud English, who 
pay no debts, and ruin the poor Bordelais.’ ‘His 
blood we will have, if we cannot have his money. 
Away, Master Knight, be not so busy about llie 
traitor, if you would not partake his fate.’ 



Bmvo men of Bordeaux, would you become inui^dercra?*—Pago 222. 
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]iusLacc looked ii]) as the stones were nplilled, and 
move than one Free Companion had drawn his sword. 
‘Hold/ he exclaimed in a clear lull-toned voice that 
filled every ear. ‘ Hold.' T am Eustace Lynwood, the 
Castellane of Chateau Horbelle! ’ 

There was an instant silence. Every one pressed 
forwai'd to see him, whose recent adventures had made 
him an object of much interest and curiosity, and the 
attention of the crowd was entirely diverted from the 
former unhappy subject of their i)ursuit. "Whi-spers 
pa&sed of ‘ Hoblc Knight! llowcr ol' chivalry! how 
generous and Christianlike he bends over his enemy! 
Hay, if he revenge not himself, what right have we 
And see, his arm is still in a scarf from the treachery' 
of those villains! "Well, I would yet give you ruffian 
his desert.’ 

By this time Eustace having observed Ingram 
among the crowd, summoned him to his side, and-at 
the same time courteously craving the aid of one of 
the bystanders (who, of course, though collectively 
lions, were individually lambs), succeeded in convey¬ 
ing Clarenham, whose senses had so far returned that 
he was able to rise with their assistance, to the door 
of a monastery chapel, the porch of which opened 
upon the street. 

‘ Holy Fathers,’ said Eustace, ‘ I craA’-e the jn’otec- 
tion of the Church for an unhappy, and, I trust, a 
25enitent man, iDrayiug you Avill tend him Avell to the 
aid and relief alike of body and soul, until you hear 
from me again.’ 

‘With these words he quitted the chaiiel before his 
late enemy had sufficiently recovered his faculties to 
recognise his iDreserver. 
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Ixjon.'inl Ashton, for wlioiii ISuslace inquin'd, liad, 
it a])peare(l, saved iiiniself hy niakiiijf full c-oiifossioii. 
and had heon sent home, in deep disgrace, 1 hough 
S[iared public dishonour. 

Jwteration. Abuse ; laalcdictinii. 

Collectively lions, individually /<iih*. A'^cry cuumgeous wlicii in 
n crowd, but cowanls by Iheniselvci-. 


ClIAPTEE XLVIII 

It was some few days tafter the.se events that the pre¬ 
sence of the Lad)’ Agnes do Clarenham was rcipiesled 
in the parlour of her mumery, which was some miles 
distant from Bordeaux, hy a person who, as the 
porteress informed her, was the bearer of a mes.stige 
from the Princess of "Wales. She descended accord- 
iiigly, but her surprise was great on beholding, instead 
of one of the female attendants of her mistress as she 
had expected, the slender figure of the young Xiiight 
with whom she had last parted at the hosteliy. 

Her first feeling was not one of Icijidness towards 
him. Agnes had indeed grieved and. felt indignant 
when she saw him oppressed and in danger from her 
brother’s treachery, but, in these days of favour, she 
could not regard with complacency the cause of her 
brother’s ruin, and of the disgrace of her house. She 
started, and would have retreated, but that he pre¬ 
vented, by saying, in a tone which had in it more of 
sorrow than of any other feeling, ‘ Lady Agnes, I ijray 
you to hear me—for you have much to forgive.’ 

‘ Forgive! Nay, Sir Eustace, it is you who have 
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so much to forgive my unhappy house! Oh, can you,’ 
she added, as the countenance and manner recalling 
long past days made her forget her displeasure, ‘ can 
you tell me where the wretched one has shrouded his 
head from the shame which even I cannot hut confess 
he has merited ? ’ 

‘ I heard of the Bar— of your brother this very 
morn,’ said Eustace, ‘ from one of the good brethren of 
the Covent where he has taken shelter, the Convent of 
the Augustine friars of St. Mary; they spoke of him 
as amended in health, and, though sorely dejected, 
returning, they hoped, to a better spirit.’ 

‘ Thanks, Sir Eustace, even so do I hope and pray 
it may be—since repentance is the only good which 
can yet be his. But tell me. Sir Eustace—for vague 
rumours only reach us in this lonely cell—^was it true 
that the populace pursued the fallen one with clamours, 
and might even have slain him, but for his rescue by 
a gallant Knight, who braved their utmost fury ? ’ 

‘ It was even so. Lady,’ said Eustace, with some 
embarrassment. 

‘ Oh! who was that noblest of Knights, that I may 
name his name in my most feiwent prayers ? who has 
that strongest claim on the gratitude of the broken¬ 
hearted sister ?’ 

' Nay, Lady, it was but the common dutj'', the mere 
mercy of a Christian man, who could hot see a fellow- 
creature die such a death, without attempting to 
save him.’ 

‘ Oh, Sir Eustace! it is not like yoiu’ former self to 
deny the greatness of a noble deed! I wiU not bo 
robbed of my gratitude! Tell me the name of that 
most noble of men! ’ 
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lie half smiled, then looking down, and colouring 
deeply: ‘Do you reiiiemher, Didy Agnes, the Knight 
whom you hound by a promise, that in cuse of the 
triumph of his cause-’ 

‘Eustace, Eustace! ,Oh, I should have known that 
nothing was too gi'cat and high for you, that you 
would not disjiarage the nobleness of any other than 
yourself. Oh, how shall I ever render you my thanks I 
After such cruel treachery as that from which you 
have, and, I fear me, arc still siiflering! Alas! alas! 
that I should be forced to use such harsh words of my 
own brother 1' 

‘I trust you may still be comforted, Lady,' said 
Eustace. ‘ From what the good Fatjiers tell me, there 
is hope that Fulk may yet be an altered man, and 
when the pilgrimage to the Holy Land, which he has 
vowed, is concluded, may return in a holy temper.' 

‘ Eeturn; but whither should he retiu'ii ?' said 
Agnes, in a broken, despondent tone,—landless, home¬ 
less, desolate, outcast, what shelter is open to him ? 
For if the porteress’s tale spoke truth, his lands and 
manors are forfeited to the King.' 

‘ They are so, in truth; but there is one way, 
Agnes, in which they may still be restored to their 
true owner.' 

‘ How so ? ‘What mean you. Sir Eustace ?' 

‘Agnes, I would not have broken,upon your sorrow 
by speaking thus abruptly, but that the Prince's, or 
rather the King's, desire was lU'gent, that the matter 
should be determined without loss of time. To you, 
in all justice, does he will that the castles and manors 
of Clarenham should descend, but on one condition.' 

Agnes raised her eyes, and, while she slowly shook 

Q 
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her head, looked anxiously at him as he paused in 
considerable embarrassment. 

‘ On condition tlaat you, Lady Agnes, should per¬ 
mit the King and Prince to dispose of your fair hand 
in marriage.’ 

Agnes gave a slight cry, and leant against the 
grate of the parlour. ' Oh, that may never be, and— 
but how advantageth that poor Pulk ?’ 

' Because, Lady Agnes—because it is to me that 
they would grant that hand which I have so long 
loA'ed passionately and hopelessly. Agnes, it was not 
willingly, but at the command of the Prince, that I 
came hitlier with a suit which must seem to you 
most strangely timed, from one who has been the most 
unwilling cause of so much misery to you, whom, from 
earliest years, he has ever loved more than his own 
life. I know, too, that you cannot endure to rise on 
the ruin of your brother, nor could I bear to feel that 
I was living on the lands of a kinsman and neighbour 
whose overthrow I had wrought. But see you not, 
that jointly we can do what we never could do 
separately; that, the condition fulfilled, we could kneel 
before King Edward, and entreat for the pardon Und 
restoration of Eulk, which, .to such prayers, he would 
surely grant ? ’ 

Agnes’s tears were gathering fast, and she spoke in 
a broken voice, as she said, 'Eustace, you are the 
most generous of Knights,’ and then, ashamed, of 
having said so much, covered her face with her ■^’eil 
and turned away. Eustace stood watching her, with 
his soul in his eyes; but before either had summoned 
coui-age to break the silence, the jjorteress came hurry¬ 
ing iii, ‘ Good lack! good lack! if ever my eyes saw 
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the like—here is the Princess of Wales herself at the 
gate, and all her train—where is sister Katharine ? 
where is the mother-abbess ? Alas, alas ! that nought 
should be ready to receive her! Oh; and I have mis¬ 
laid the key of the great gate I’ While the good 
woman was bustling on in her career, Eustace had 
time to say, ‘ Yea, Agnes, the Princess is come, in case 
you liear my suit favom-ably, to conduct you back to 
Bordeaux. Think of a true and devoted heart, think 
of Eulk ere you decide' ’ As he spoke, the whole 
train of black-veiled nuns came sweeping into the 
parlour, whence Agnes hastily escaped to collect. her 
thoughts during the few instants before she could be 
summoned to attend the Princess, while Eustace 
walked into the Convent com-t, which was by this 
time filled by the gay pai'ty which accompanied the 
Princess. 

Agnes quickly gained her cell, and sank down on 
her bed to make the most of the minutes that might 
be her own. Kever, probably, had lady shorter time 
in which to decide, or did it seem more impossible to 
come to a resolution; but Agnes had known, Eustace 
all her life, had never met one whom she thought his 
equal, found, him raised a thousand-fold in her estima¬ 
tion by the events of the day, and could not bear to 
think of disappointing the hopes which had lighted up 
that bright eye and animated that whole face. 

Tlien, too, why by her own act completely ruin her 
brother ? The thoughts flashed through her mind in 
rapid succession, and she did not rise with much 
reluctance when called to meet the Princess, though 
longing for more time, which after all woidd but have 
enabled her to harass herself more. 
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‘ Well, my gentle Agnes,’ said the Princess, ' what 
say you ? Come you back to the court, where my 
boys are wearying for their playfellow ? Hasten, then, 
sweet maiden, for I promised little Edward to bring 
you back, and I know not- how to face his wrath if 
you come not.’ 

Agnes, still almost dreaming, offered no opposition, 
but allowed her di’ess to be arranged, took leave of the 
abbess and her nuns, and shortly found herself, she 
scarcely knew how, mounted on her palfrey in the 
Princess’s train, with Sir Eustace Lynwood at her 
side. 

And old Ealph Penrose was one of the happiest 
of mankind, when he beheld his pupil return the first 
Knight in the county—the honoured of the Prince. 

For the next seven years the Clarenham vassals 
rejoiced in the gentle, noble, and firm rule of their 
new Lord and Lady; yet it was remarked, with some 
siu’prise, that the title of Baron of Clarenham was 
dropped, and that Sir Eustace and Dame Agnes 
Lynwood, instead of living at their principal Castle, 
took up their abode at a smaU manor which had 
descended to the lady from her motlier, while the 
Castle was placed tmder the charge of Gaston, beneath 
whose care the fortifications assumed a more modern 
character, and the garrison learnt the newest fashions 
of handling their weapons. 

At the end of that time Sir Eustace and his Lady 
travelled to the court, where, alas! of all the royal 
party who had rejoiced at their marriage, they foitnd 
only the young King Eichard 11. and his mother, the 
Princess Joanna, once the Fair Maid of Kent, but now 
sadly aged by time and sorrow, who received kindly, 
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thougli tearfully, tliose who reminded lier of those last 
bright clays of her life at Bordeaux, and readily pro¬ 
mised to forward their request at the council, ‘ where, 
alasl’ she said, shaking her head, 'Lord Henry of 
Lancaster, now Earl of Bolingbroke, too often loved to 
oppose her and her son.’ 

Ho one at the coimcil could i-efuse, though the 
amazement of all was great, when the request was 
made known that King Eichard woidd be pleased to 
reinstate in his titles, lands, and manors, Ecdk, late 
Baron of Clarenham, in consideration of his good 
services to Christendom, rendered on the coast of 
Africa under the banner of the Knights of St. John, 
whose Grand Master attested his courage and faith¬ 
fulness. 

Soon Clarenham Castle opened its gates to receive 
its humbled, repentant, and much-changed Lord, who 
was welcomed by all the gentle blood in the county— 
at the head of whom rode Sir Eustace with his 
Squire, and his nephew Arthm-, now a gallant young 
man, only waiting the smnraons, promised him by the 
Princess, to receive knighthood at the same time as 
his royal master, Eichard 11. 

Palfrey. A small horse for ladies. 

Lord Senry of Lancaster. Afterwards Henry the Fourth, by 

whom the throne was secured on the deposition of Eichard 

the Second. 
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